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To the Right Honourable 


CHARLES, 


Earl of DORSET and MIDDLESEX, 


One of the Gentlemen-of His 


MAJESLIES 


BED-CHAMBER, exc. 


My Lord, 
Ith an ll urance I hope becoming the juſtice of 
my Canſe 1 lay this Tragedy at your Lordſhips 


Feet, not 4s a common perſecution but 4s an 
Offering ſuitable to your Virtue, and worthy of the Greatneſs of * 
your Name, There are ſome Subjetts that require but half 
the irength of a great Poet, but when Greece or old Rome 
come in play, the Nature Wit and Vi igour of foremoſt Shake- 
ſpear, the Judgment and Force of Johnſon, with all his boy- 
rowed Maitery from the Ancients, will ſcarce ſuffice for ſo ters 
rible a Grapple. The Poet muſt elervate bis Fancy With the 
eft Tmagination, he muFt run back ſo many hundred ears, 
take a juſt Proſpe# of the Spirit of thoſe Times withoat the 
_ thought onrs ; Foy his w_ ſhould ſwerve ſo low, bis 


Muſe 


The . Epiſtle Dedicatory. 
e row giddy with the Vaftneſs of the Diſtance, fall at 
wet fe x et Ms of fe. Dep. 
that will pretend to be « (ritick of ſuch a Work muſt not have 
a Grain of Cecilius, be muſt be Longin throughont or nothing, 
where erven the niceſt beſt Remarks muft paſs but for Allay to 
the Imperial Fury of thrs old Roman Gold. There muſt be RO 
Droſs through the whole Maſs, the Furnace muſt be juſtly beat- 
ed, and the Bullion lamp'd with an unerring hand. In ſuch a 
Il riting there mu#t be Greatneſs of Thought without Bombaſt, 
Remoteneſs without Monitrouſneſs, Virtue arm'd with Severi- 
ty, not in Iron Bodies, Solid Wit without modern Afe ation , 
Smoothneſs without Gloſs, Speaking ont without cracking the 
Paice or ſtraining the Lungs. In ſhort my Lord he that will 
write as 'be ought on fo Noble an Occaſion muſt write like you. 
But I fear there are ftw that know bow to 'Coppy after ſo great 
an Original as your Lordſhip, becauſe there is ſcarce one nen/us 
Extant of your own Size, that can follow yu paſſibus xquis, 
that has the Feliciry and Maſtery of the ol 4 Poets, or can half 
match the thoughtfulneſs of your Soul. How far ſhort 1 am 
caft of ſuch inimitable Excellence, 1 muſt with _=_ my Lord 
confeſs 1 am but goo too ſenſible. Natnre 'tis believed (if I am 
not flattered and do not flatter my ſelf) has not been niygardly 
ro me in the Portion of a Genius, tho T barve been ſo far from 
improving it, that I am half affraid Thave loit of the Princi- 
ple. Ir beboves me then fo the future to look about me to ſee 
whether I am a Lagg in the Race, to look up to your Lordſhip 
and ftrain upon the track of ſo.fair a Glory, 1 muſt acknowledge 
however 1 have behav'd my ſclf in drawing, nothing ever pre- 
ſentedit ſelf tomy Fancy with that ſolid pleaſure as Brutus. did 
mn ſacrificing bis Sons. Before I read Machivel's Notes upon 
whe place, I concluded it the greateſt Athion that was: ever. cen 
| throughs 


Ma = = 4 


raw. 1 how bnever punt PIT SRER nt 


Vis & Targunise es animamg; ſuper 
Ultoris Bruti, ge videre kw 
Infelix uc tunque ferent ea fafta Mimores ! 


No doubt that divine Poet imagined it might be too great for 


any People but his own, perhaps Thave found it ſo, but John- 
ſons Catiline met 1o better fate as bis Motto from Horace 


tells Me. 


Hig non plebecula gandet &c, 


Nay Shakeſpear's Brutus with much adoe beat py fs 
the beads of a blockiſh Age, ſo knotty were the Oaks he had to 
deal with. -For my own Opinion, in ſpite of all the Obſtacles my 
Modeſty could raiſe, I could not help inſerting a Vaunt in the 
Title page, Celoque, &c. 


And having gain'd the Liſt that he dehign'd, 
Bold as the Billows driving with the Wind, 
He loos'd the Mule chat wing 'd his free-bora Mind. 


On this I arm'd and reſoly d not to be Slirr'd with the little 
Exceptions of a op Generation, that have an Antipathy to 
Thought, But alas how frail are owr beſt reſolves in our own 
Concerns. Tfhow'd no pa ion outward, but whether through an 
Over-Conceit of the Work, or becauſe perhaps there was indeed 

ome Merit, the Fire a inward, and I was troubled for my 
dumb Play like a Father for his deadChild, "Tis enough that Thave 
eas d my beart by this Dedication to your Lordſhip. I comfort 


my ſelf toa whatever our partial Towmh «Hedge, your Lordſhip 
will. 


eh oe Worth yo! " Obfor vation'; which with: 
ts Study," Dovotion'to Yertne, 
By s J8rVice, may render me not altogether TH 


tion, of Jour Lordſhip. 


My Lord, 
Towr Lordſhips moſt humble 


and devoted Sorvaut 


NAT. LEE. 


20:1 | 


Prologue 


2 


Prologue to Brutus, nay Ke Dus 


Ly - 


Ong-has the tribe bf © 50 DIGIE *. 
Groan'd under perſecuting Criticks rage, 
withzhe ſound of Rn Chin and of rime, ., 
e Beas united by the tin 

The fri g laſefts fred —_ more 
And bu ter than it was before. 

Baroh! you kading Voters of the Pit, 

That infect others with your too much Wir, 
That well affefted Members do ſeduce, 

And with =_ y__ _ _ the houſe, 
Know your Wa 

Shall corny wr? Loos thi = 
Rulers of abler condutt we will chooſe, 


Women that rule the Boxes and the Pit, 

Give Laws tolove and influence to Wit, 

Find me one man of ſence in all your roll, 

Whom ſome one Woman has not _—— fool. — 
Even buſineſs that i 


Mack which m—_— - proud, 

u DOctT manage Wou k , 
of Wir, but Motors of kt p 

Eau eee Ant/more Wit in them appears 

baſes, and they. diſſemble Their theirs: 

Witt once was ours, and ſhot: «- > aq 

Bur when tranſplanted bet Or 

But when tranſp rob 

Has in their Eden its perfe&tion found. 

And tis but Juſt they thou'd our Wit imeade, _ 


Whilſt we ſer up their patching trade 


As for our Comme, toour 
As they can raiſe it, 1 


own Wea our Bullies awe, 
them make an Antifulick Law 
Preſcribe to all mankind, as well as 

And wear the breeches, as they wear the Bayes. 


———— TWrK | TV a 
Dramaris "Ul AR 
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Scene ROME. 


= 
LUCIUS JUNIUS 
BRUTUS:; 


FATHER ofis COUNTRY. 


I 


ACT I SCE.T. 


Titus , Teraminta, 


Tit. Teraminta, why this face of tears ? 
Since firſt I ſaw thee, till — day, 
Thus haſt thou paſt thy mel hours, 


Ev*ninthe Court retir'd ; ſtretch'd on # bed 

In ſome dark room, with all the Cortins drawn; 
Or in ſome Garden o're a Flowry bank 
Meng Oy ſorrows in the murmuring Stream ; 
Or in ſome pathleſs Wilderneſs a muſing, 
Plucking the mofly bark of ſome old Tree, 
Or poring, like a $y6:4, on the Leaves : 
What, now the Prieſt ſhould us! O, the Gods ! 
What can you 


| With 


2 Lnucins funimy Brutns ; 
With what bright Fame can give in th'other World 
Should e thee this night one minute from me, 
 Ter.»O, Titus! if ſince firlt I ſaw the ight, 
Since.l began yy t ——_ 


An. as a oraia es 
nw da hop e 


of =_—_ here, or harbor'd an 
But hat theprElenqgof my T; OY _ 
Add, a&d,Fou el 


And break my heart before ha 

Tit. Break firſt th'eteynal Chain; for _ thou'rt gone | 
The Warſdito me is Chaos. Yes, Terom 
So eloſe-the cvertaſtng Siſters woVe us, 

When e're we part, the Strings of both muſt crack : 

Once more [ do intreat thee give the Grave 

Leen ug me preſs thee i _ arms, 

My faireſt Bride, my on neſs here,.. , 

Tuneof my heate, and oh grn dr D ) £ 

Nay, thou ſhalt learn the extaſic =—{ eyeng) 

I'll make thee ſmite with my extravagant paſſion, 

Drive thy pale fears away ; and e're the morn ©- 

I iwear, O Teraminta, O my Love, 

Cold as thou art, I'll warm thee iato bluſkes. 

Ter. O, Titus / may F, ought Fro believe you ? 
Remember, Sir, Iam the! blood of Tarquin ; 

The baſeſt tos. ; 

T:t. Thou azt the blond of Heav'n; ' q "1 
The kindeft influence of the Nn—gndng * 
Node Tarquin'; no, "tis d rabuſe thee *«, j 
A.God thy Father was, a was his Wike ; 
The Wood-Nymphs found thee on a bed of Roſes, 

Lapt in the ſweets and beauties. of the Spring, 7 
D:ana foſter'd thee with Nedts 1129 

Thus tender, blooming, chaſt; ſhe gavo thee' me. - 

To build a Temple fred to her Name; 
Which I will do, and weebthee there again. 

Ter. Swear then, m Tatts, {war you'l ne'reypbraid me, 
Swear that your Love 6 like-miaet forever ;;'- ' 

No turn of State or E po misfortune, 
Shall e'ce eftrange you trom mez Swear, { fay ; 


That 


# F 
Father of bis Conmry. 3 
That, if you ſhould prove falſe, I may at leaſt 
Have ſomething ſtill to anſwer to my Fate ; 
Swear, ſwear, my Lord, that you will never hate me, 
But to your death ſtill cheriſh in your boſom 
The poor, the fond, the wretched Teraminta. 
Tit. "Till death! nay, after death if poſſible. 
Diſſolye me ſtill with queſtions of this nature, 
While I retura my anſwer all in Oaths : 
More than thou canſt demand I ſwear to do. 
This night, this night ſhall tell thee how 1 love thee : 
When _ yg fre foie nn Soul 
Pours out her felt in lighsa ingjoys, * 
Life graſps, the zof bliſs, cad acing pleaſures, 
Thou ſhalt confeſs all I 
And yet believe me moſt without my vowing 
[ Enter Brutus with a Flamen. 
But ſee, my Father with a Fames here ! | 
The Court comes on ; *ler's ſlip the buſie Croud, 
And ſteal into the eternal knot of Love. [ Exennt. 
Brut. Did Sextus, ſay'ſtthou, ly at Collatza, 
At Colatin's houſe laſt night ? 
Fla. My Lord, hedid. | 
Where he, with Collatine and many others, 
Had been ſome nights before, 
Brut. Ha! if _ 
wy did he come again 
{a. Becauſe, as Rumor ſpreads, 
He fell moſt paſſionately in love with her; 
Brut. What then ? 
Fla, Why, is't not ſtrange ? 
Brut. Is ſhe not handſom ? 
Fla. O, very handſom, 
Brw. Then 'tis not ſtrange at all. 
What, for a King's Son to love another man's Wife ! 
Why, Sir, I've known the King has done the ſame. 
Faith, I my ſelf, who amnor us'd to caper, 
Have ſometimes had th'unlawtul Itcl) upon me : 
Nay, pr'ythee Prieſt, come thou and help the number, 
Ha! my old Boy; the company is not ſcandalous : 
Let's go to Hell together ; contefs the truth, 
B z 


D:d'ſt 


4  Lnucins Funins Bratws; 
Did' thou ne're ſteal'from the Gods an hour, or ſo, 


Fo mumble a new Prayer ; 
Wirh a young fleſhy Whore in a baudy corner ? ha ! 


Fla. My ws, aa Servant. Is this the Fool ? the Madman F 
Z 


Let him be what he will, he ſpoke the truth : 


IK other Fools be. thus, they're dangerous fellows, [ Exit. 


Brut. ſolus, Occalionſeems.in view ; ſomerhing there is. 
In Tarqu#r's laſt abode at: Colbatine's,; 
Late enctertain'd, and-early gone thismorning ? 
Tac Matron ruttled, wet, and dropping tears, 
As if ſhe had loſt her wealth in ſome black Storm? 
As in the Body, on ſome great ſurpriſe, 
The heart ſtilf calls from the difcolour'd face, 
From every part the life and ſpir.ts down : 
i $o Lucrece comes to Rome, and ſummons all her blood:.. 
Lucrece is fair ; but chaſt,, as the Fnn'd Snow 
4 Twice bolted o're by the bleak ra blaſts : 
So lies this Starry cold and frozen Beauty, 
Sull watch'd and guarded by her waking Virtue, 
A pattern, tho I tear inimitable, 
For all fucceeding Wives, O Brutus ! Brutus / 
When will the tedious Gods iw-thy Soul 
To-walk abroad in her own Maj:ſty, 
And'throw this Vizor of thy madneſs from thee ? 
O, what but infinite Spirit, propt by Fate, 
For Empire's weight to turn on, could endure 
As thou haſt done, the laboursot an Age, 


All follies, ſcoffs, pong piries,. {corns,. 
Indignitics almoſt to blows ſatiain'd, 

For twenty preſſing years, and by a Roman ? 

To at deformity in thouſand ſhapes , 

To pleaſe the greater Monſter of the two; 

That cries, bring forth the Beaſt, and let.him tumble :: 
With all variety of: Aping madaeſs, 

To bray, and'bear more than the Aſle's burden ; 
Sometimes to whoot and ſcream, like midnight Owls, 
Then ſcrew my Limbs like a diſtorted Satyr, - 

The World's Grimace, th'eternal Laughing-ſtock;, 

Of Town and Court, the Block, the Jeſt of Rowe ; 
Yet all the while got to my deareſt Friend, 


To 


: 20% a* : 
Father of bis Country, 5 
To my own Children, nor my boſome Wife, 
Diſcloſe the weighty Secret of my Soul. - 
O Rome, O Mother, be thou-th'impartial Judge 
If this be Virtue, which yet wants a name, 
Which never any Age could parallel, 
And worthy of the toremolſt of thy Sons. 
| [ Enter Horatius, Mutius.- 
Mut. Horatins, heard'{tthou where Sextus was laſt night ?: 
Hay. Yes, at Collatia : 'tis the buz of Rome ; 
"Tis more InR that there has-been foul plky,, 
Elſe, wh d Lacrece come in this fad manner 
To old etius houſe, and ſummon thither 
Her Father, Husband, each diſtin& Relation ? 
[Emer Fabritius, with Courtiers.. 

Mut. Scatter it through the City,. raiſe the People, 

And find Valerivs out :. away, Horativs. F[Exeant ſeverally. 

Fabr.Priythee,let's talk no more on't. Look, here's Lord Brutus: 
Come, come, we'll divertourfelves ; For 'tis but juſt, that we 
who fit at the Helm, ſhould now and then unruffle our State af+ 
fairs _ the impertinence of a Fool, Pr? ythee, Brutzs, what's: 

Brut. Clotho, Lachefis, Atropos; the Fates-are three : let 
them but ſtrike, and I'll lead you a Dance, my Maſters. 

Fab. But hark you, Brutus , doſt thou hear the news of 
Lucyrece ?. 

Brut. Yes; yes; and Theardof — that Jo oh: ++ a- 
may you, among you whoring Lords at Si ea; 
Ha, Boy ! about your handſome Wives :. ” 

Fab. Well; and how,-.and how ? 

Srut. How you bounc'd from the Board, took Horſe, and: 
rode like madmen, to find the gentle Lacrece at Collatia : but. 
how found her?. why, working with her Maids at —_— 
Was not this monſtrous, and quite out of the faſhion ? Fine ſtuff 
wm nl) meer —_ nd vicky Now 
way,to fit weaving, and pinking, a ing 0 a5 ? Now, 
by this light, tank nar Fa. berter-uſe of her Pin-- 
cuſhion. 

Fab. My Wife, my Lord? by Mars, my Wiſe! 

Brut, Why ſhould ſhe not, when all the Royal Nurſes do the 
ſame?. What ?: what, my Lord,did you not find *em at it ? when 

you 


P Incice Funine Brutus ; 

you came from Collatig to Rome.  Lartins, your Wife ; and 
yours Flaminizs ? with Tuil:a's Boys, turning the Criſtals up , 
daſhing the Wandows, and the Fates detying ? Now, by the 
Gods, 1 think 'twas Civil in you, diſcreetly done, Sirs, not to 
interrupt 'em. But for your Wiſe, Fadbritizs, Vl! be ſworn for 
her, ſhe would not keep 'em company. 
. Fab. No marry ſhe not ; ſhe hates Debauches : How 
have I heard her iones nerdy EI _ _ heare 
upon the inking Wine tipling Spirits, 
would be the death of her?  - 

Brut. Hark you,Geatlemen, if you would but be ſ-cret now, 
I could untold ſuch a buſineſs; my bfe on't, a very Plot upen the 
Court. 
£46. Out with it ; we ſwear ſecrehie. 

Brut. Why thus then. To morrow Tull;a goes to the c_ 
and | being Maſter of the Houſhold, | nm mes FS e 
| qo —— - ag" Fo 4 farly 
P ogues z Ves y 
Raſcals ; Vane, HT cringing, pailing, ſmiling 
Villains: all, all ro the Wars. 

_ By Mars, nn te E=— Plot. Ga 

ras, Why, igitnot 8 a Plot your Selves, your 
Perſons, Famih a pos yr Yet py, earl to your Wives, 
Mothers,Siſters, all your Kindred : For Whores too are included, 
Serrers too, and Whore-procurers ; and Baggage ; all, all 
to the Wars, All hence, all Rubbiſh, -out; and not a 
Baud be left behind, to put you-in. hope of | hatching Whores 


Fab. Hark, Lartius, he'll run from fooling to dire mad- 
neſs, and beat our Brains out. The Devil take the hindmoſt : 
your Servant, ſweet Brutus; noble, honorable Brutus, 


| [ Exenunt. 
+ | Emer Titus. 
Tit, 'Tis done, 'tis done, auſpicious Heav'n has joyn'd us, 
—ry night thall hold her in my arms, 


Brut. Oh, Sir-! that exclamation was too high : 
Such Rapturegillbeeome the troubled times; 
No njore of to. Andby the way, my Titus, 
Renounce your Teramunta. 


Kh. 


Tit. 


Faberaf an ey 
= Ha,my Lords How? F F 
rut. How now, ,my | ; 
Tit Your couaſel comes too lat, Sir. 

Brut. Your 


reply, 
Fatah —yinss 45 17 and 
Tit. Sir, lam LF 4” ue, Si 


Ti. My Lok, Whar, wary rs” 
4d pardon ; Hymen=—— 
why, Long ly'® : FE and 
Bas wt Flamen — 


Trieps oe 
WIC of thy roy cp nag 
he wt bochemeteh Rires ! 
RR |= meme; 
Or Jatyrs, 

Tit, Oh, wn On Arp ay Led mee 
Day ns gfe 2 mal 

Brut. Baſtard. 

Tit. No, his 


Brat. No matter :- [1y 
To any of his Blood ; iFicbs his, - 
Th ras, 
4 4 © ! 
Name, Liniage, Stock, that burto own a par 
Of his Relation, 15To ſelf - 
SwornSlave of Hell. and Bondinan to the aries. 
Thou art not Marry'd. - 2: UWplavi 01.31 
Tit. QO, isthis le ? * "If ,9017t Auth 
This change that behold + no part of knw 7 | 
Theſame ;. nor Eyes, nor Meen, rt 6 ernment 2 
Brut. Oh he Guan y Armthe vigor 


To ſhake this att, 
Forth from thy boſom. a nude HA 
Brutus is not the ſame; have 'wak'd him 


From dead Stupidity, der prmortny 
A liviog Torment #6chy diſobedience. 
Look on my tace, View myvyer lng, frell me 
It ought thou ſeeſt buy 

A blood-ſhot Anger, and 4 Baof Faeres with 


| Whed 


4d." 


New nautkeof 
-.- Your Titus has 


8 Laciw Tunis Brutus ; 


Mein yo hae - - > ——— 
you Canges of 'cternal Deep, 
Arraign him, e bim ia double fires : 
If after this thou ſeeſt a o pull. 
A Woman's tear comev're my reſolution, 
Think, Titws ; think, my $on, *tis Nature's fault, 
Not Roman Brutus, bat a Father now. 

Tit, Oh, ler me falliow asche Earch permits me, 
qa 10 change, 
| ou are now to my con 
God-like, and Brutus 


Which I ſo oft have wiſhrd you, => mag 


It imperſealy were, or 
When ger 

At abroad g and fore'd her to retire. 
Ah, my dear 


Whea he remembers that you durſt not truſt him : 
Th 31 2o I have « thoukad fnikies 2 
The mould cn n—_ 


Ri, my the firſt that know'ſt me : 

Accidents and Fated Cauſes -. 

RS agent every Bulwark I caa raiſe, 
half unbinge my Soul, - For now's the time, 

To ſhake the Bulldigof the Tyrant down, . 

As from Night's Word the glorious Day breaks forth. 

And ſeems to kindle from the ſetting Stars : 

So from the blackneſs of young Tarquin's Crime 

And Fornaceof his Luſt, the virtuous Soul - 

Ot Junins Brutus catches bright occafion, 

I ſce the Pillars of his Kingdor totter ; 


- 
— RN S # 


Father of bis Conmry. 9 
The Rape of Zarcrece is the midnight Lantorn , 
That lights my Genius down co rhe Foundation: 
Leave me to work, my Tirwsj; O, my Son ; 
For from this Spark a Lightning ſhall ariſe 
That muſt e*re Night purge all the Rowan Air : 
And then the Thunder of his ruin follows. 
No more ; but haſte thee to Laicretivis : 
I hear the Multitude, and muſt among them. 
Away, my Son. ; 
Tit. Bound, and obedient ever, [ Exit. 
Enter Vinditius with Flebeians. 
1. Cit. Jupiter defend us / 1 think the Firmarnent is all on 
a light fire. Now, Nei = Joy were Burg, as tothe 
Cauſc of Lightning -and r, and for the Nature of Pro» 


ies. 
nt What! a Taylor, and talk of Lightning and Thunder ? 
why, thou walki rt peer. Bottom , thou up- 
right Needle thou ſhavi "og. , thou Flip-flap of 
a » thou vaulting Flea, thou Nit, thou Nothing, doſt . 
thou talk of Jeare cniger I am by?” © tempora, O me- 
res / But, Ne as I was ſaying, what thick you of 
Valerins i LAeya 

= —_— Valerius ! "ſes 3x5 "i : 

in. I know you are piping hot for Sedition ; you all gape for 

Rebellion : but what's the near ? For look you, Sirs, _ the 
People in the Body Politic are but the Guts of Government; 
therefore we may rumble and grumble, and Croke our hearts 
out, if we have never a-Head : why,how ſhall we be nouriſh'd? 
therefore I ſay, let us'get us a' Head, a Head my Ma- 
ſters. | 

Brut. Prote&t me, Fove, and guard me from the Fantom ! 
Can this ſo horrid Apparition be ; 
Or'is jt but the making of my Fancy ? 

Vin. Ha, Brutus { what, where is this Apparition ? 

1, Cit. This is the Tribune of the Celeres 
A notable Head-piece; and the King's Jeſter. 

Brat. By 7ove, a gy ! | 

Vin. Nay, like enough ;'the Gods are very apgry * 
I know they are, they wid mes themſelves; Pa 
For look you Neiglibours, Hor tny own 

j C 


Hive 


10 Lucins Junius Brutus ; 
Have ſeen to day fourſcore and gineteen Prodigies and a half. 
Brut. But this is a whole one, - O, moſt horrible ! 
Look, Vinditius, yonder, o'ge that part 
O'rhe Capitol, juſt, juſt tzere man, yonder, look. 
Vin. Ha, my Lord: 
Brut. Il always took thee for a quick-{ighted Fellow : 
What, art thou blind ? why, yonder, all o'fire ; 
It vomits Lightning ; 'tis a moHtſtrous Dragon. 


Vin. O, 1ſecit: O Jupiter and Funo / By the Gods I ſeeu: 


O Neighbours, look, look, look, on his filthy Noſtrils ! 
'T has eyes like flaming Saucers ; and a Belly 

Like a burning Caldron : with fuch a ſwinging Tail ! 
And ©, a thing, athing that's all o' fire! 

Brut, Ha! now it fronts us with a Head that's mark'd 
With Targuin's name : and ſce, 'tis Thunder-ſtrook ! 
Look yonder how it whizzes through the Air ! 

The Gods bave ſtrook jt. down; ''tis gone, 'tis vaniſh'd. 
O, Neigtibours, what, what ſhould cbis Portent mean ? 

Vin, Mcan! why, ut's plain; did we not ſee the Mark 

_ Upon the Beaſt ?, Targwn's. the Dragon, Neighbours, 
Tarquin's the Dragon, and the Gods ſhall ſwinge him. 
| $1 A Dragon! a Ta#quin / 


3. (:t, For my part, | ſaw —_—_ 
Viv, How, Rogue? why, this is Prodigy on Prodigy ! 


Down with hini, knock him down: ; what not ſee the Dragon? 


1. Cit, Mercy : 1 did, 1d.d; a huge monſtrous Dragon. 


Brut. So; not a word of this, my Maſters,not for your lives: 


Meet me anon at the Forwm ; but not a word. 
Vinditius , tell '*cm the Tribune of the Celeres 
Intends this night ro give them an Oration. 


[Exit Vendit. and Rabble. 


Emer Lucrece, Valerius, Lucretius, Mutius, Herminius, Ho«- 
ratius, Titus, Tiberius, Collatinus 


Brut. Ha! inthe open Air? ſo near, you Gods ? 
$0 ripe your Judgments ? nay, then let 'embreak , 
And burſt the hearts of thoſe that haye deferv'd them. 
Lucrece. © Collatine /. art thoucome? | 
Alas, my Husband ! O. my Love ! my Lord! 


W Gol. 


_ ——  —_.. — 


ws x” 


. 3 ” 
Father of bis Conniyy: rr 

Coll. O Lacyece / ſee, I have obey'd thy Summons : 
I have thee in my Arms; but ſpeak, my Fair, 
Say, is all well ? 

Lucrece. Away, and donot toych me : 
Stand near, but touch me not. My Father' too ! 
Lucretius, art thou here ? ' Sf URHO! 

Luc. Thou ſeeſt I am; 
Haſte, and relate thy lamentable Story. 

Lucrece. It there be Gods, O, will they not revenge me * 
Draw near, my Lord ; forfſure have z ſhare 
In theſs ſtrange woes. Ah, Sir, what have you done ? 
Why did you bring that Monſter of Mankind 
The other Night, tocurſe Collatia's walls ? 
Why d.d you blaſt me with that horrid Viſage, 
And blot my Honor'with the Blood of Targuin ? 

Coll. O all the Gods! 

Lucrece. Alas, they are faroff; 
Or ſure they would have help'd the wretched Lucrece, 
Hear then, and tell it to the wondring World, 
Laſt night the Luſtful Sextus came 
Late, and benighred to 1a; 
Intending, as he ſaid, for Romenext morning ; 
But in the dead of Night, juſt when ſoſt 
Had ſeal'd my eyes, and quite becalm'd my Soul, 
Methought a horrid voice thus thander'd in my ear, 
Lucrece, thou'rt mine, ariſe and meet my Arrs : 
When ſtrait I wak'd, and found oung Tarquin by me, 
His Robe unbutton'd , red and ſparkling eyes, 
The fluſhing blood that mounted in his face, 
The trembling eagerneſs that quite devour'd him, 
With only one grim Slave that held a Taper, 
At that dead ſhineſs of the murd'ring Night 
Suffictenely declar'd his horrid purpoſe. 

Coll. O, Lucrece, O! 

Lucrece, How is it poſſible to ſpeak the Paſſion 
The fright, the throes, and labour of my Soul ? 
Ab, Colatine / half dead 1 rurn'd away 
To hide my ſhame, my anger, and my bluſhes, 
While he art firſt with a diflembled mildneſs 
Attemptcd on my Honor j w——— 


C2 pe 


E Lagins Juni Brivtas ; 
But haſtily repuls'd,, andwithdifdaing - | \ » 5 
He drew his rk and lockipg bis left hand 
Faſt in my hair, he held it to my breaſt : 
Proteſting by the Gods, the Fiends and Furies, 
If 1 refusd him hg,would giverne deatlr 3: 
- And ſwear be found me with that ſwatthy Slave 
Whom he would leave there murder'd by my (ide. 
Brut. Villain! Damn'd Villain't --. . 
Lutrece. AhCollating / Oh Father! Junins Brutas ! 
All that are kin to this dithonor'dblood, 
Hew will zou oy me now 2 Ab, how forgive me ? 
Yet think not, Colfatzne, with my laſt rears, 
With theſe laſt ſighs, theſe dying groans, 1 beg you 
I do Conjure my Love, my Lord, my Husband, 
Oh think me nox ting once in-thought, 
Tho he in a@ polleſs'd his furious pleaſure : 
For, _ = name, hh of an Adultreſs ! —— 
But here l faint ;'O me * | 
Imagine me, my Lord, but what was, 
And what I ſhortly ſhall be ; coldand dead. 
Coll. Oh you avenging Gods !: Lacrece; my Love, 
I ſwear I do not think thy Soul conſenting ; 
And therefore 1 forgive - Gag 
Lucrece. Ah,my Lord! 
Were l tolive, how ſhould I anſwer<this ? 
All that I ask you now is to Revenge me ; 
Revenge me Father, Husband, Oh revenge me : 
Revenge me, Brutus ; you his Sons revenge me ;z 
Herminius, Mutins, thou Horatias too, 
And thou Valerizs ; all ; revenge me all : 
Revenge the Honor of the Raviſh'd Lacrece. . 
All. We will Revenge thee. 
Lucrece. 1 thank you all ; 1thank you, noble Romans: 
And that my life, tho welt I know you wiſh ir, 
May not hereafter ever give example 
To any that, like me, ſhall be diſhonor'd, 
To live beneath ſo loath'd an-lofamy ; 
T::us I for ever loſe it, thus ſet free | 
My Sou!, my Life and Honour all cogerher: 
Revenge me ; Oh Revenge, Revenge, Revenge. rang 
| uc, 


F atber of bir Cumtry. 

Luc. Strook to the heart, already motionleſs. 

Coll. O give me way CImbalather with my tears ; 
For who has that propriety of Sorrow ? 

Who dares to claim an equal ſhare with me? 

Brut. That, Sir, dare; and every Roman here. 
What now ? at your laments ? your puling Sighs? 
And Womans drops ? Shall theſe quit ſcores for blood 7 
For Chaſtity, for Rome, and violated Honor ? 

Now, by the Gods, my Soul diſdains yourtears :; , 
There's not a common Harlot in the Shambles 

But for a Drachma ſhall out-weep you all, 

Advance the Body nearer : See;my Lords, . 
Behold, you dazled Romany, from the wound 

Of this dead Beauty, thus I draw the Dagger, 

All ftain'd and reeking with her Sacred blood, 
Thus to my lips I put the Hallow'd blade, 

To yours. Lucretias, Collatinufyours,, 

To yours Herminins, Mutius, and Horatius,. * 
And yours, Valerins : kiſs the Ponnyard round : 
Now joyn your hands with mine, and ſwear, ſwear all,, 
By this cheſt Blood, chaſtere the Royal Villain 
Mixt his foul Spirits with the ſpotleſs Maſs, 

Swear, and let all the Gods be witneſſes, 

That you with me will drive proud 7arquzn out, 
His Wife , th'Imperial Fury, and her Sons, 

With all the Race ; drive 'em with Sword and Fire 
To the World's limits, Profligate accurſt : 

Swear from this'time never to ſuffer them, 

Nor any other King toReign in Rome. 

All, Vie Swear, 

Brut. Well have you ſworn: and Oh, methinks I ſee 
The hovering Spirit of the Raviſh'd Matron 
Look down; She bows her Airy headto blefs you, 
And Crown th'aufpicious Sacrament with ſmiles. 
Thus with her Body high expos'd to view, 

March to the Forum with this Pomp of Death. 
Oh Lucrece / Oh! 

When tothe Clouds thy Pile of Fame is rais'd 
While Rome is Free thy Memory ſhall be prais'd:; 
Senate and People, Wives and Virgios all, 


Shall 


14 Lucius Funics Brutus ; 
Shali once a year before thy Statue fall ; 
Curſing the Tarquins, they thy Fate ſhall mourn : 


But, when the thoughts of Liberty return, 
Shall bleſs the happy bour when wert born. [ Exeunt, 


BETA SCEIL 
The Forum. 


_ 


Tiberius, Fabritius, Lartins, Flaminins. 


Tib. Abritius, Larttus, and Flaminias, 
As you are Romans, and oblig'd by Targuis, 
I dare-confide in you ; I ſay again, 
Tho lI could not refuſe the Oath he gave us, 
I diſapprove my Father's undertaking : 
I'm Loyal to the laſt, and ſo will 
I am in haſte, and muſt.to Ta//:a. 
Fab. Leave me, my Lord, to deal with the Mult'tude. 
Tib. Remember this in ſhort. A King is one 
To whom you may complain when you are wrong'd ; 
The Throne lies open in your way for Juſticg : 
You may be angry, and may be forgiven. 
There's room for favor, and for benefit, % 
Where Friends and Enemies may come together, 
Have preſent hearing, preſent compoſition, 
Without recourſe to the Litigious Laws ; 
Laws that are cruel, deaf, inexorable 
That caſt the Vile and Noble alrogerher ; 
Where, if you ſhould exceed the s of Order, 
There is no pardon : O, 'tis dangerous, 
To have all Actions judg'd by rigorous Law. 


What, 


Father of bis C ountry, 15 


What, to depend on Innocence alone, 

Among ſo many Accidents and Errors 

That wait on human life ? Conſider it ; 

Stand faſt, be Loyal : I muſt to the Queen. [ Extt. 

Fab. A pretty Speech, by Mercury / Look you , Lartias , 
when the words lye like allow Wreſtler, round, cloſe and ſhort, 
ſ{quar, pat and pithy. 

Lay. But what ſhould we do here, Fabritins? the Multitude 
will tear us in pieces. 

Fab. Tis true, Lartivs, the Mulritude is a mad thing; a 
irange blunder-headed Monſter, and very unruly : But elo- 
quence is ſuch a thing, a fine, moving, florid, pathetical 
Speecl1 ! But ſee, the Hydra comes : let me alone ; fear not, I 
ſay, fear not. 


| f Enter Vinditius, ar nyo 
Vin. Come, Neighbours, rank your ſelves, plant your ſelves, 
ſet your ſelves in Order; the Gods are very angry, Ill fay that 


for 'em : pough , pough, Ibegin to ſwear already ; and they?l 
find us work enough to day, I'll tell you that, And to ſay 
truth, I never lik'd Tarquin, before I ſaw the Mark in his fore. 
head: for look you, Sirs, I am a'true Commonwealths-mar, 
and donot naturally love Kings, tho they be good; for why 
ſhould any one man have more power than the People ? Is he - 
bigger, or wiſer than the People ?* Has he more Guts, or more 
Brains than the People ? What can he do for the —— that 
the People can't do for them ſelves? Can he make Corn 
grow in a Famine ? can he Pye us Rain' in Drought ?' or make 
our Pots bo.l, tho the Devil piſs in the Fire ? 

1. Cit. For my part, hate all Courtiers ;- and” I think [ have 
reaſon for't. 

Ty Thou reaſon! Well, Taylor , and* what's thy rea- 

n ? 

1. Cit. Why , Sir, there was a Crew of 'em Yother Night 
got drunk', broke my windows, and handled my wife. 

Vin, How Neighbours ? Nay, now the Fellow has reaſon, 
look you: his wife handled! why, this isa matter of mo- 
menr,- 

1. Cit. Nay, Iknow there were ſome of the Princes, for 1 
heard Sawizs his name. * 


Vin, 


26 Lucius Funins Brutus ; 

Vin. I, T, the King's Sons, my life for't ; ſome of the King's 
Sons, Well, theſe roaring Lords never do any good among us 
Citizens: they are ever breaking the Peace, running in our 
Debts, and ſwindging our wives. 

Fab. How long at length, thou rr Sp Monſter, 

You Bulls, and Bears, you roaring and Bandogs, 
Porters and Coblers, Tinkers, Taylors, all 

You Raſcally Sons of V Vhores in a Civil Government, 
How ſong, I ſay, dare you abuſe our patience ? 
Does not the thought of Rods and Axes fright you ? 
Does not our a ha, theſe eyes, theſe faces 
Strike you with trembling? Ha! 

Vin, VVhy, what have we here? a "wy —— the 
Crack-fart of the Court. Hold, let me ſee him nearer: 
yes, Neighbours, this is one of 'em, one of your roaring 
Squires that poke us in the night, beat the V Vatch,and deflowr 
our VVives. I know him Neighbours, for all his bouncing and 
his Engg this is a Court-Pimp, a Baud, one of Targuin's 
Bauds. 

Fab. Peace thou obſtreperous Raſcal; I am a man of Honor. 
Oneof the Equeſtrian Order ; my name Fabritins, 

Vin. Fabriitius ! Your Servant, Fabritivs. Down with 
him. Neighbours ; an upſtart Rogue; this is he that was 
the Queen's Coachman, and drove the Chariot over her Fa- 
ther's Body : Down with him, down with 'em all; Bauds , 
Fanps Pandars, 

ab. O mercy, mercy, mercy! 

Vin. Hold, Neighbours, hold : as we are great, let us be 
juſt. You ;'Sirrah; you of the Equeſtrian Order, Knight ? 
now, by Jove, he has the look of a Pimp; I find we can't 
ſave him. Riſe, Sir Knight; and tell me before the Ma- 
jeſty - of the People , what have you to ſay, that you 
ſhould not have your neck broke down the Tarpe/an 
Rock, your Body burnt, and your Aſhes thrown in the 
Tiber ! - 

Fab, Oh! oh! oh! 

Vin, A Courtier ! a Sheep biter. Leave off your blubbering, 
and confeſs. | . 

Fab. Oh! I will confeſs, I will confeſs. - 


Vis. 


FatherafbieConnmry; 17 

Vin: Anſwer me then. Was not you once the Queen's 
Coachman ? | 

Fab. 1 was, I was. 

Von, Did you-not drivetkce punch aero hin: of ber Fa 
ther, the dead Kin Tullus ? | 

Fab. 1 did, I' did : thoir went exniait my Conkcience, 

Vin, $0 much the worie.. Have jonnorinceabuled rhe good 
Prople; by ſeducing aha GxizensWivgsro Court or the King's 
Sons ? have you not by your Bauds tricks, of 


their making aſſault on os wag . Many "Tire Hears 
Gentlewoman ? Ty 


F 16. I have, I have.- © 
Vin. Have you not . wickedly, held | the; Doo , whils/ the 
wr 2} of the viſe Citizens © had tear Veles VIP 
P 4b, Oh, I confeſs, many ; 6 timenndaden.- = 
Vin. For all which Services to yourPrinces, and f kighly 
deſerving of. the Commonwealth, youhave reeriv'd the Honor 
of Knighthood ? } 
_ EE Es ', 4, 
in. Hitherto 1 y put roge- 
ther \ your ſelf: :and cſs oh whole con gar in three 
wor 
Fab. [ was at fir che Son of -man., eams tothe honor 
of being Tulia's Coachman; : have. n aPimp, and remain. 4 
R__ at the mercy of the People,'- - 
in, Well, I am mov'd; m bowels are ſtir's: take 'em-2- 
Ways and let *em only hang T ine wth em, ey with 


Fab Oh mercy ! belpyh [get "0k 
in. Hang 'em $; Y hang: 2m bY » 
look you, Neighbours © ehis ts iope; hang ', and Juſtice > this 
is the Peoples pd. and p” think that's _ r r rhe the Arbi- 
trary power of Kings, . Why, herewas: Tri 
on, and Execution, ;withoue more'ada.., Hank-,'hark-;- 1 
have we here? 100 Jook,che Tyik Tribune! ef the Geleres f Brag. 
forth the Pulpit, the Rs | 
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The Gods have Junius 1 Ball 
ſenſlebs, and illiterate Brutaw, _ 
in this Caſe t! | 
be/Prodliiny'd. 
- Vie. A Brune, « Bratat, « Byuths 7 ilthec ere 6 | 
ilence, ay Seve of death. 


Friends, and Romans a, 
ri ag CY Ry ' 


\; Brat. Pa 


whence dare 


Fet ity « Cauſe like this, 


Enervate, it Brutus D 
able ne 2 mh Ke Starves 


Of Rare tnd Nw a, hore *<uw» here | 
On either bandof this cold 7 Roman Wiſe, 


Tn en oinee 


lynn Onator hae ak while they —_ 

CE dn 
; > 

Would you net<urſe the Nothar of the murder; 

Ard'trive him fromthe Eareth-with Sword and Fire ? 

But where, methinks I hear the People hour, 

- hear = cry of Rome, where is the Monſter ? 


ar 7 forth, bring the Deſtroyer out, 
on Farios, Luſtful Bloody Sextus, 


This 


But then for you. 


Vin. Alas, poor 


In his Forefathers days for Wars abroad 
The Conquerors of the World 


The Slaves, the Beaſts, the Afes of the Earth, 
The Soldiers of the Gods Mechanic Laborers, 
Drawers of Water, Taskers, Timber-icllers, - 
Yok'd you like Bulls, his 


T 44, 


Vin. I, for the ; | 
And then, my Mir , to pot with him. 

Brut. 1 fay,if the Nobles have been wrong'd, 
What Tongue can the grievance fake Pregie? 


Brut. You that were once a free-born People, fam'd 


; Oh Rowe / Oh 
What are you now ? what has the Tyrant made you 


D 2 «3 
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20 | Liieivs Poninie OP 
Drove you with Scour 
To cleanſe his Sinks, 
ory your Dang nervv6a your Wh Vives at harne 

in. Yes marry did they. © _ , 
If this berrue, why have you been - ——_ 1 0G 
Oh ſluggith Souls ! Oh falt 6f-ſortner' G mo pills 1 
Behold ſhe comes, and calls you ro revenge her ; 
Her Spirit hovervin the Air, andcries 


While his lewd'Sohs, EEE drangh - 294 qe 
Brut, O all the Gods! what are yon 
That cocks not rouze unleſs a Wornan wa Wyont Fo« 
To Arms, to Arms ; drive Wwe For ont. 
kenfrom her 


Behold this Dagger, rd 
She bids youtne -on your- ons tied,” 
This Ponnyard which ſhe ab'd into ber heart, 


And bear her-Body.in'your Battels front : 
Or will you ſtay till Targwin does return, | 
- ſce _ Wives = H:dren Ce, 3 94 are 
our Houſes burnt, the Temples _ ear 
The City filld with Repes, yrtedalgants rn gAuLavn 
The T1 foe choak'dwith Bodies, all the Shores | | 
And neighb'ring hens —_ with Romanbloog ? 
Vin. Away, niger AR 
Brut. Hold, hold, pF y Friends. | 'As 4 have tht te fer 
Of this _ juſt Re 7 T intrear you, © 
Oh wort hy Romans, OT hab with you fiſt : 
Drive Tull:a out, and all of Tar Ins way, 
Expel 'emrwithout Damage to 
Tho not without reprozch. © Viad#tuy, you' * 
I truſt in this. ' $6 proſper us the Gods, 
Proſper our Canſe; proſper the Commonwealth, 
Cuard and Detend the Liberty of Rome. 
Vin. 'Uiberty, Liberty, Liberty,, "aps on 
All. Liberty, &c. | [Exeunt. 
Val. O'Brutus, as a God, we all hey thee ; 
Letthen the Gratitude we ſhould expreſs 
Be loſt in Admiration: Well we know 
Virtue like thine, ſofieree, fo like the Gods, © 
That more than thou-prefents we could not bear, - 
Looks with dildainon Ceremonious honors AE 
There- 


o 


in hore the thanks of Reme-; 


Firſt La rr we worſhip thee, | 
Thou Guardian Genes of he Commamerat, Lab Nel wdtT 
Thou Father and Redeemer of thy  & <1?) 2a12l 
Next we, as Friends, og Arms theeg 
That Brutus may remember » tho-his vertue i} 22294 
Soar to the Gods, he is Rama ll, wal [601 & cow; 
rut wacn pe oronds inthoughtr 10n 1 acl T 
Conſpire the Bonda «mea, 101 yreo ot of i 


Strike me:you, $i I 

And let your Brutus, be mort loath'sd rhan: 

But now to thoſe ERA view,. | | 
gone»: yy g2i * 1} ny 


Imagine then the 
Has reach'd to Ardeaz beats the trembli King... 


By Guiltand Nature quick 

With a bent brow mr lt fr even. 
To make examplezol. Ol Mts | 

Let him come on. 10/yobcars') | 153 140 hn 
The charge and eyſledy + 2r-ylem Ga gnod v1 bn M bnA 
While we, wi wenn, offs 92991 090 
Waving the Targuins on the eommon Road, ni. s 1 * 
Reſolve to joyn the Armyg'the Camp; :: 


What thinks Val I [21 | 
Val. As of alucky hi __ qnutaber! |, '6 o es ; [ 
Of Malecontents that. epic: , on 1 
I think that only ſpeed is neveflary > > rncl 95) 1 
To Crown the whote event. 7 rad vs 
Brut. Go then yourſelf, '1 Las 
With theſe Aſſiſtants;and OPAL Tn [1-201 29Y 
Well as you can, oumbers Will not nl 28h did WW 
To Mars his Field : I have'but ſome few/Ordets.-»/!1 :0idftut 7 
To leave with Tits, that muſt docipety fob 5 2c 'W 
And Brutus ſhall attend you. Tir 
Val.The Gods dire you/ſ Extune with the Radyof kucrece. 


DES ng Tips SYN%1 kT) 
Brut, Titus "my } 2261 err mot! 
Tit. My ever honor'd Lord. 


Brut. I think, my Titus, | EY xe 
Nay, by the Gods, I dare proteſÞit:toitheeg uv u/ 1 510 {107 1s 
Tlove ee more than apy of my Childrbi IDLE 
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i me morp. $0 2H bi 1 
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nity can 
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And Tala em—_ 12 2g780D 21.1 

When once the DD” 

But in a Line come level tothe White 

And bit the very heart of our 

Then, to the | 

Ifa Lay, I ſwear, I lave 
e thy Frame, 

I ſee haveleſt their MaſteY, 6 

They have been a_ up thy 


And the Majeſtick ts at ſhave lt eos 
fo en 0 fnilh, 


Yet ſomething th 
I faſhion thee, ; part weckowes vowel ny 1 
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Which chus I preſs 


What? yy fn nay, ſtand upnow « Roman, 
— from thy Lids that dew that' ow ny 
Aod of my 'V 


Tit. 1 9c « Gods, 1 amprepar'd : 
Let then my Fate &; but do not rack 16 
With ſometbing more. 

* —_ Titus, vondryd:. | 

ou told me you mapa ) 24 

0 My Lord, I did: as 6111 910; 


me. + MACy 
Due to a Father's name ::not Teramiata's / 
Bret. No, by the Gods ſwear, :not Teraminta's. Ys 


No, Titus, by IN 


L 


I auſpicions o're L.258!1 0 
rrp with thee ſpot of 'Eatth - + 
About thi till ane of us fall dead: 

Fil ſtruggle with ine of blonor,,. 

And tug with: iO 2ITEH ) 371 
As | have done 


, crewe Mum 2i6d1 be T1 | 
Fix'd as youare by: a gr M11 een 1 

PI! ſer you far aſucidet : nay, @n this, 1! 171+ 1+ 
T his ſpotted blade, bath'in the blood of Laenrco, | 


Fll make thee ſwear on this Weddiog mig 
bo, >, wilt not touch thy Wife o ii ods nl 244 2 
it, Confrienibes bowels; vom (1s 
Am I a mani-havel my fleſhzbourmet: -.- Fa 
Brut. 1 know thou haſt too inuch of Fleſh about thee z 
Tis po pe bay Blood Fear: :. 1 +1 7, 
More than y i » which 9. Romame! i | ns 000 07 
Bur let the heated Chanels of thy! Veins ia boiiod wile not 


: 
© . . » , £ ; - Co Y 


od 
44 L nciwe-Fanine Brutus; 
Boil o're; Iftill amobſtinace inthiss © .- * 
Thou ſhalrvenouncethy Farber vet yLove, TEST 
Either reſolve to part wat Teramameg, 193: 197 10, iT tvoY 
To ſend her forth, with T##:a, to her Father, .>7 $76) 3 bn '04 2 
Or ſhake hands with me, part, Y 
Make me believe thy Mot 
And, in my abſence, 010 
Tit. Hold, Sir, 1d Str>vnac> O02 201 . 
Wrong not my M 31 05 1201 anidrl 
Curſe me not till yoa-kicar! wharl reſolve? /!5!:-7 215 2100 clntV/ 
Dive 2 IIS rd rags blenn——— Ny 133 
o muſter all the Tyrant-man Te: 187 110! OL »I 
All that eres, aultcer; nin gicarly cruel 2ud: 2203 b Oteb et wT 
To Titus and his Ter amineo*uauloc) ci” '1_io moaned 243 © reuet 
Brut. Remtenmberifle ; lookon thy Father's ings) Y 
What he has born for lingyearsp  .- | 
If thou haſt nature, worth, or honour inthee,) ſ! | 
The contemplation of my cruel labonrs: 25151 5d 500-5} 104 
Wil ſtir thee up I ety Batfendh 140 7 
Thou want'ſt the ImageF: weongs mM 2vigio1 
O take it then, refleted the warmt 2:/C} 
Of all the ee dhedematrenheds  91'2 4d -rt 


Perhaps it ſtood in a wrong beforeptr115 1 1 aunY 9/4 
Tlleyall ways toplac == —_ 1 19% 22137! | 
Learn by my rigorous 19 [11 
To ſtiffen thy unburaſ's Init vere: 2 | 
I do allow x &- fond; youn IM 
Train'd by the Charms ny, veo moſt: loudly; 
Yet, Titus, this muſh ib A 10 Wo. a | 
When ang the Eng 
Think thenthou hear george Father; 
If thou art falſe;'or 2 hs Cube (they , there be bra Fa 
Accountable to usg/ | 
Implicitly believe him, _=_ if 0 
Be ſworn amiſs, thou may 'thav ht:2d enfrwer, N 

Tit, What is it, Sir, that vou would Mmeſwear,: 
That I may ſea pe your-Curſe, and gain your bleſſing ? - 

Brut. That —_ chis night ofcate with Teraminta,' F. 
Foronce again I ſwanrg. iheterdhe ayes ,ontg7 v7 not 1904 
rota tetaredd the Milyitede :!-n.f | 2d 20! 14/4 


3 3 9 ” &# 


/ 70 iD 401% 


Yohey 3: 1 116 _— 3 i 40 
Aon dopos fonvil vr umwttl 


Fatber of bis Commtry. 25 
And my Reſolves to drive out Tarquin's Race, 
Her perſon is not ſafe. 

Tit, Here, take me, Sir ; 
Take me before I cool ; 1 ſwear this night + 
That I will part with (Oh!) my Teramin/a. 

Brat. Swear tooy and by the Soul of Raviſh'd- Lacyece, 
Tho on thy Bridal night, thou wilt not touch her. 


Tit, I ſwear, &v'n by the Soul of her you nam'd, 
The Raviſh'd Lacrece, Oh th'lI Gods ! 
I wilt not touch her. | 


Brut. So ; 1 cruſt thy Virtue : 

And, by the Gods, I thank thee for the veſt. 
Once more, with all the bleſſings I can give thee, 
I cake thee to my arms; thus on my brelt, 

The hard and rugged Pillow of thy Honor, 

I wean thee fromthy Love : Farewel ; be faſt 
To what thou "ſt ſworn, and T am thine for ever. [ Exit. 

Tit. ſolus. To what thou 'ſt ſworn! Oh Heaven and Earth 
What have 1 ſworn? to part witli Teramimia? (what's that? 
To part with am my = 9 to my hearc 
Than my Life's drops? ? not this night enjoy. her ? 
Renounce my Vows, the RK the Ducs of Marriage, 
Which now I gave her, and was witneſs, | 
Bleſs'd with a floud that fiream'd from both our eyes, 

And ſeal'd with fghs, and ſmiles, and deathlefs kifles; - 
Yet after this to ſwear thou wilt not touch her / 
Oh, all the Gods, I did forſwear my felf-. 
In ſwearing that, and will forſwear affain : 
Not touch her ! O thou perjur'd Braggard ; where, 
Where are thy Vauats, thy: Proteſtations now ? 
Emer Teraminta. 
She comes to ſtrike thy ſtaggering Duty down : 
'Tisfall'n, 'tis gone ; Oh, Teraminta, come, | 
Come to my arms thou only joy of Titus, "2 
Huſh to my cares, thou'm3ſs of hoarded ſweets, 1 
Selected hour of all Life's happy moments ; 
What ſhall I ſay to thee? 

Ter. Say any thing;;' | MULKEETT 
For while you ſpeak, ' methinks a ſuddencalm, 1 
lo ſpight of all the horror that 2 pe rhe; Inn 
FAY 


+. 


26 Loci Jroitr Bro? ; 
Falls upon every Tighned faculty - | 
And puts my Soul in Tune. O, T:##s, Qh | 
Methinks my Spirit ſhivers in her houſe, 
Shrugging,as if ſhe longd tobe et reſt ,; 


With thus foreſight, x0. dye thus in your arms 


Were to -= . h 
Ter. What ills, my Love ? what power has Fortune now 


But we can brave ? 'Tis true, my Teraminta 

The Body of the World is out of frame, 

The vaſt diſtorted limbs arc on the Rack 

And all the Cable Sinews ſtretch'd to burſting, 

The Blood ferments, and the Majeſtick Spirit, 

Like Hercules inthe invenom'd Shire, 

Lies in a Fever on the horrid Pile : 

My Father, like an Aiſculapins 

Sent by the Gods, comes boldly to the Cure ; 

But how, my Love } by violent Remedies, 

And ſaies that Rowe, ere yet ſhe can be well, 

Muſt purge and caſt, purge all th' infeRed humors 

Through the whole maſs; and vallly, vaſtly bleed. 
Ter, Ah, Titus I my felf but now beheld 

Th' expulſion of the Queen, driv'n from her Palace 

By the inrag'd and madding Mulntude ; 

And hardly feap'd my ſelf tofind you here. 

* Tit. Why, yet, my Teraminta, we may ſmile. 
Come then to bed, erv yet the night deſcends 
With her black wings to brood o're all the World. 
Why. what care we > let us enjoy thoſe pleaſures 
The Gods have giv'n;: Iock'd in each others arms 
We 'll lye for ever thus, and laugh at Fate. 

Tex. No, no, my Loxd; « 
There's ſometbing at your heart that F muſt find ; 
I claim it with the priviledge of a Wife : 
Keep. cloſe your joys ; but tor your griefs, my Titus, 

I muſt not, will not loſe my ſhare-ia them, 

Ab, the good Gods, what is it ſtirs you thus ? 

Speak, ſpeak, my Lord, or Teraminta dies. 

Oh Heav'ns, he weeps ! nay, then upon my knees 
t thus conjure you ſpeak, or give me 

Tit. Riſe, Teraminta. Ob, if I ſhould ſpeak 


- more than you have nam's, 


Whys 


Father of br Corntry. 

What I have raſhly ſworr againſt my Love, 
I fear that 1 m_ give thee death indeed. 

Ter. Againſt your Love! No, that's impoſlible ; 
I know ——C like truth ; nay, ſhould you ſwear, 
Swear to me now that you-forſwore yqur Lave, 
I would not credit i. to, my 
| ſee, I know, Iread it in youreyes, 
You love the wretched arr "wa 
The very manner of your tielog 


The tears pope ſhed, ye 8 aol; 

What you affirm LNG 

Tell = m Lan: than Lenpubll 
Tit. By rg Long I do: Oh Teraminfa, | 

My heart's diſcerner, whether wilt thou drive ns ? 

Pll tell thee then. My cy mls rl 

I know not how, to ſwear I kno what, ... 

That I would ſend thee 

Swear not to touch thee, 


27 


That the Gods Lightaced 
has ends gen, . 
er, No more, my P 
I do conjure you by all Pox 
Which we invok +4 at the Altar ; 
And beg you by the love I kaow you bear me, 
Tolet this paſſion trouble you no farther ; 
No, my dear Lord, my honor'd God-like Husband, 
I am your Wife, and one that ſeeks your Honor : 
— __—_ I would have ſworn you thus my ſelf. 
hat, on the ſhock of Empire, on the turn 
Of State, and univerſal change of things, 
Tolye at home and languiſh tor a Woman ! 
No, Titzs, he that makes himſelf thus vile, 
Let him not dare —_ to — va that's Princely ; 
Tt CN Parte: People and the f Ks 
he of th” e and the ſcorn 
Hor. My Lord, er hg ar 
or, My your gives you thus _—_ 
Remember whae you ſwore: mo uaSts wed Bs 


And 


yY 


28 Lacie Fanize Brutns; 
And I am ordered to condu@ your Bride, 
While you attend your Father. 

Tit. Oh, Teraminta! 
Then we muſt 

Tey. We muit, we muſt, my Lord : 
Therefore be ſwift, and ſoatch your ſelf away ; 
Or I ſhall dye with li 

Tit. Oh, a kiſs. 
eG 
Chaſt as M 1 as rs. 
Preſerve thy as look well to thar, |" por 
Think on our Covenant : q eirher dyes, , 
The other is no more. * a0 et 

Ter. I do remember; © 
But have nola dr] 

Tit. Yet we 


" ſighs we fill? Das: 


- mm | anereres my! 
Tin Moor, IRE ds, 


Will have the Derling on her boſom lay'd, 

Will talk, and rave, andwirh the Nutſes ſirive;. 
pai wes as if as Re wad ths ay 
Knows it m , yet ſtruggles wi e Croud,, 
And ſhricks —_ 'cr.wrap it in the Shioug... 


| Fatbersf bu Coatry. 


ACTIIL SCE.L 


— 
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Ay 


Collatings, Tiberius, Fitellins, Aquilivs. 


"T = 
ng robe farprigs ! I bluſh to think 


That ſuch a rker in the art of War 
Should fo forget humſett. 

Vit. Triumphant Bratus, 
Like Jove when follow'd by : a Train of Gods, - 
To- with the Fates and Doom the World, 
Aſcends the Braſen ſteps o'th' Capitol, 


if quent Wes arquins now muſt ſtand ; 


With all the hummiog Senate at his beels ; 

Ev'n in that Capitol which the built 

With rhe expence of all the mn <0 04g : 
Ingrateful Brutus there in pom 


And fits the Pn d f Tong _ s s downfall 
A quil.But w why, my nuke 


nor you there too ? 

Were you not choſe 0 Conſul by w nog 
Why are you not Saluted too like 
V here are your Litors ? where your Rods and Axes ? 
Or are you but the Ape, the dowry oe 
Of this new Tenn 
Thoſe Bolts of Power 

Tib. Now, by the 
His Rebel thou 4 the im 
His abjze@ Soul tha to the LI 
His ſcorn of Pelnees, andtis luſt ro'th* People, 
©, Collatine, have you not eyes to find him? 
Why are you rais'd, but to ſetoff his lang 7” 
w* 6, y the Sun, whofe ſickly Beams 


tom bo beſi urprir', while Targuin here 


30 Lnithtts Fantins Brutus ; 
Are ſwallow'd in the blaze of his full Glory : 
Hes like a Meteor, wades th'Abyſs of light, 
While your faint luſter adds but to the beard 
That aws the World: © When late through Rome he paſs'd 
Fixt on his Courfer, mark'd you how he bow'd 
On this, on that ſide, to the gazing heads 
That pav'd the Streets and all imbols'd the Windows, 
That pd with —_ to ſpeak, bur could not, 
So faſt their Spirits flow'd to admiration, 
And that to joy 35 which thus ar laſt broke forth : 
Brutus, God Brutas, Father of thy Country ! 
Hail Genius, hail ! Deliverer of loft e! > HI 
Shield of the Commoti wealth, and Sworg of. ! 
Hail, ſcourge of Tyrants, laſh for Lawleſs Kings ! 
All hail they cry'd , while the long Peal of Praiſes 
Tormented with a thouſand Ecchoing cryes 
_ nn the Volly of the _—— . " | 

- No more on't ; I wit remembrance. 1 

Tib. But when you fellow'd, how did their bellying Bodies 

That ventur'd from the Caſements more than hal 
To look at Brutus, nay, that ſtuck lke Snails 
Upon the Walls, and from the Houſes tops 
Hung down like cluſtring ex cach other ;. 


How did they all draw back at ſight of you 
Tolaze, andloll, and yawn, and reſt from rapture? 
Are you a man ? have you the blood of. | 
And ſuffer this? * _ 

Col. Ha! is he not his Father? | 


Tib. 1 grant he is. =" 
Conſider this, and rouz your felf at home: 


Commend yn Arms 6 hk ref erage 
Yet more ; remember 

When you propor Wi "A | pax; as AY 
A King of p mon'r ofl2 to 21 
And from the Conſuls ; did he not oppoſe you ? 


Fearing, as well he t, your ſure ele@hion , 
Sayin ” It Co ee? Royalty; - 


And that it mi he rub oERs; 1eMory, 
Of thoſe that lov'd the yrans 7 Nay yet more ; 
That if the people choſe you for the Place, 


Ranbir of bii Comtlyy © +31 


The name of King would li 4 Targwn : 
Of one that's doubly Royal, deſcen 
From two great Princes that of Rome ? 


Col, But, afterall this, wherher wou! thou drive ? 
T6. 1 would to Juſtice ; for the Reſtauration 
Of our moſt Lawtul Prince: Yes, Collarrar, 
I look upon my Father as a Traytor 
Aquilies, 


I find, that neither you, nor brave 
Nor young Vitellius, dare confide in me :_ 
But t , tothe hezurd 


pid be. . 
Or all the World holds z onee agar 
I ſay, I look on Brutus as a 28 | 
No more my Father, by th'immortal Gods. 

And to redeem the time, to fix the King 

On his Imperial Throne, ſome means propos'd 


That ſavor of a | 4 | 

Where there is ſtrength and life to a Fortune, 
Not to throw all upon one deſperate ; 

Fil on as far ashe that laughs at d 


Col, Come to my armes : O thou fotruly brave 
Thou may'ſ redeem rhe errors of thy race! 
Aquilizs, and Vitellizs, Oembrace 
And ask his pardon, that ſolong we fea rd 
To truſt ſo-rich a Virtue. But behold, 


Enter Brutus and Valerius. 
Brutus waeere I) be ſatisly'd, 
F ſound thy Politic Father to the bottom, 
Plotting the aſſumption of Valerizs, 
-- He means to caſt me from the Conſulſtip : 
But now, I heard how he Cyjol'd the 
With his known induſtry, and my remi | 
Thar till in all our Votes, _— Edids, 
Againſt the King, be found I ated faintly, 
Stall cloſing every Sentence, He's a Tarquin,. | 
Brs. No, my Valeriss, till thou art my mate, 
Joynt maſter in this Authority, 
However calm. the face of thi > 
Rome is not ſafe : by the Maj 7c Gods, 
I fwear, while Collatine ſits at the helm, 


hs 2” Cw e@—oa—__ . _ _ 


32 _ Lneis Yonine Brits ; 
A Univerſal wrack is to be fear'd :' $1; 

I have intelligence of his TranſaQtions, 
He mi with the hot blood-of Rome, 
Gnaws hi inward, my applauſe, 
Promotes Cabals with higheſt Quali 


a 


And therefore wiſh the Tyrant here again : 
As the inverted Seaſons ſhock wiſe men, 
And the moſt fixt Philoſoph 
At ſultry Winters, . and at Summers ; 
REG midaigh _ -—— Sr 
This more than midnight t , 
- This deadneſs of diſcourſe, and dreadful Calm 
Upon ſo great « I more admire 
Than if a bundred Politic heads were met, 
And nodded Mutiny to one another ; 
More fear, than if a thouſand lying Libels 
Were ſpread abroad, nay, dropt among the Senate. 
Val. T have my felf npoy's a buſy Slave, 
His name Vinditinss, given him Wealth and Freedom, 
To watch the Motions of Viteliwe, 
And thoſe of the Aquilian Family : 
Vitellins has already entertain'd him ; 
And ſomething thence important may be gather'd, 
For theſe of all the yourh of Quality 
Are moſt inclin'd to Tarquin and his Race, 
By Blood and Humor. 
Brut. O, Valerins / 
That Boy, obſerv'ſt thou? O, 1 fear, my Friend, 
He is a Weed, but rooted in my heart, 
And grafted ro my Stock z.if be prove rank, 
By 4Ys, no more but thus, away with him : 
111 rear him from me, though the blood ſhould follow. 
Tiber ins. 
Tib. = Lord ? 
om irrah, —_— gry Viteldrus ; 
warn'd you too of young digs: - 
Are = Sup oo wind, that thus you ſet 'em paſs? 
Haſt thou forgot thy Father ? 


Tib. 


Father of bis Conntry. 33 
We. No, my Lord, 
Thou ly'lt. But tho thou ſcape a Fathers Rod, 
The Conſul's Ax moy reach thee. think on that. 
EF know thy Vanity, and blind Ambition ; 
Thou doſt withmy Enemies: 
When 1 refus'd the Conſul Coliatine 
Tobe the King of Sacrifices ; trait, 
As if thou had'ſt been ſworn his. boſom Fool, 
He aam'd thee for the Office : Andfince that, 
Sn ker madneſs that prefermenr, 
none of Brutus Blood 
Trees beak ; thou hang'ſt thy head, 
Coantriv'it to give t y Father new diſpleaſure, 


As if Im Toyl were not 

To har ws heart without th i bedioncs 
But by the Majeſty of Rome 1 fear, 

If after double warning thou deſpiſe 
By all the Gods, Flo thee from m 
tow thee to Forks and Whips 


wy od 


And leave thee to the hes 7 the Lictor. 


Tarquinius Collatings, 

To meet the Senate on the inſtant time. | 
Coll. Lead on : my duty is to follow Brutus: CEx. Brut” 
Ti. Now,by thoſe with which he menac'd me, - Vals 


are fummon'd 


I Here put off all nature ; ſinceheturns me 
Thus deſperate to the World, I do renounce him 3 
And when we meet again he is my Fo. 

All Blood, all Revereace, Fondneſs be fo 

Like a grown Sav e on the Common 

That runs at all, ant > otro 
IIl meet m my Lion Sire, and roardefiance, + 

As if he ne're had nurs'd mein his Den. 


Emer Vinditius, with the Dy e, and 
i1wo Fecialian —_ "uo 
with Laurel : woe ve Ant : is _ 
hands x one tedp and 


Vin, Make Way there, hey, news from the Tyrant, here 
come Enyoys , Hcralds, Ante, whether in the Gods 
| name 


= 


e 


34 Lucims Funine Brutne ; 
name or in the Divels I know not ; but here they come, your 
Fecralign Priefts : well, good People, | like not theſe Prieſts ; 
why, what the Devibhave they ro do with State-affairs ? what 
ſide ſoever they are for, rhey'k. have Heaven for their part, Il 
warrant you: they'l lug the Gods in whether they will or no, 
1. Pri. Hear, Jupiter; and thou, O Juno, hear ;, | 
Hear, O'Quirinss ; hear us all you Gods | 
Celcitial, Tereſtrial, and Infernal: 
2. Pri. Be thou, O Rome, our : hear all you People, 
Vin, Fine mp Ftold- you how they'd be hook- 
ing the Gods in at firſt.daſh: why, the- Gods are" their Tools. 
and Tackle ; they work with H:aven and" Heli and let me 
tell you, as things go, your Prieſts have a hopeful Trade 
on't. 
1. Pri, I come Ambaſſador ts thee; O Rome, 
Sacred and Juſt, the Legate. of rhe King. 
2. Pri. If we demand; or purpoſe torequire 
A Stone trom Rome that's contrary to Juſtice, 
May we be ever baniſh'd from our Country, 
And never hope to taſte this vital Air. 
Tib. Vinditias, lead the Mulritude away : 
Aquilius, with Vitellius.and my lf, 
Wal ftrair condut 'erm to the Capitol; 

Vs. 1 go, my Lord; but have a care of 'em : ſly Rogues, 
I warrant *em. Mark that firſt Prieſt; do you ſee how he” 
leers? a lying Elder ;\ the true caſb'of « holy Jugler, Come! 
my Maſters, 1 would tmak well of # Prieſt,” but that he has a- 
Commiſſion to d.(lemble ta Partent hypocrite, her takes pay 
to forge ; lyes by Law, and lives by the Sins of the 

Gen. dy ti —_— = + 41 oſ $20 

iſe upon'r may Out; reely ; ba 6 

Tiberius is the wk dab br | p 

1. Pri The Gods be prais'd. Thus then : the King commends 
* Your generous Refelyes,. longs tobe with you, 
And thoſe you have ingag'd, Divides his heart 
Amongſt you ; , which more clearly will be ſeen 
When you have read theſe Packets :. as we-go, 
1] ſpread the boſom of the King before you. _ Exennt, 


SCENE 


Faber of bis Country. | 25 
SCENE 1L 
The Senate. 


—_—— 


Brut. TYAtricians, that long ſtood, and ſcap'd the Tyrant, 
P The venerable of your Forefathers, 

That repreſent the wiſdom of the Dead ; 

And you the Conſcript choſen for the People, 

Engines of Power, fevereſt Counſellors, 

Courts that examine Treaſons to the Head : 

All hail, The Conſul begs th' auſpicious Gods, 

And binds Qa#irinus by his Tutclar Vow, 

That Plenty, Peace, and laſting Liberty 

May be your portion, and the Lot of Rome. 

Laws, Rules, and preſcrib'd for raging Kings, - 

—_ Banks and magetay _ Mother Seas, 

Tho 'tis a> pars they ent 

A thouſand dayly wracks and nfghel runs, 

Yer helpto break thoſe rowling in 

Which elſe would overflow and drown the World. 

Tarquin, to feed whoſe fathomleſs ambition 

And Ocean Luxury, the nobleſt veins 

Of all truc Romans were like Rivers empty'd, 

Is cut from Rome, and now he flows full on ; 

Yet, Farhers, ought we'much to ſear his ebb, 

And ſtritly watch the Dams that we have rais'd. 

Why ſhould I go about? the Rowan e 

All, with one voice, accuſe my fellow Conſul. -. 
Coll. The People may;l hope the Nobles will not. 

The People ! Brutus does indulge the People. 


= 


Bru, Conſul, in what is nas, I will i 'n: 
And much I think 'ris better ſo to +} 1uir00 aff 
Than fee *em run in Tumvlts t the Streets, | | 


Forming Cabals, Plotting againſt the Senate, PORES, 
F 2 Shuttiog 


; 36 L ncins Funins Brotee ; 


Shutting thcir Shops and flying ſrom the Town, 

As if tie Gods had ſent the Plague among "em. 

I know too well, you 'ahd your Rdyal Tribe 

Seorn the good People, ſcorn the late EleQion, 
Becauſe we-choſe theſe Fathers for the People 

To fill the place of thoſe whom Targus murder'd : 
And, tho you laugh at rhis, you and your Train, 
The irrcligious harebrain'd y outh of Rome, 

The Ignorant, the Slorhful, and the Baſe ;; 


Yet wiſe men know, '*cis very rarely ſeen, 
Thar a free ſhould drive the hart 


Of Common . No, Collatme, 
For thoſe deſires ar:fe from their oppreſſion, 
Or from ſuſpicion Rm falling ro a ; 
But put the caſe that thoſe their tears were falſc, 
Ways may be found to reRify their Errors ; 
= grant the gr => 5 aun 
et they are capable of being rold, 
And will conceive truth from worthy men : 
From you they will not, nor from your adherents, 
Rome's | a and Execrable Youth, 
Foes to Religion andetie Commonwealth, 
To Virtue, Learning, andall ſober Arts 


That bring renown and ro Mankind; 
Such as had rather bleed a Tyrant 
To become d to the ce, 


To ſpread their Luſts-and Diffolutnefs round, 
Tho at the daily hazard of their lives ; 
Thaa live at peace it a Free Government, 
Where every man is Maſter of his own, 
Sole Lord at home, and Monarch of his Houſe, 
Where Rancor and Ambition are extinguiſh'd, 
Where Univerſal peace extends her wings, 
As if the Golden Age return'd, where al 
The People do agree, and live ſecure, 
1 The Nobles and the Princes tov'd and Reverenc'd, 
| _— + * row <p, and the Gods _— | 
b ul, Conſcripe Far Y Peophe 
For divers Reaſons, -grudge'the Dieniey? = N: 
Whach I poſleſs'd by, geaerat approbation, 


--- 


Fab of bis Comtihy _ 


I hear their murmurs, an would kaow of / 
What they would have medo, whar's t cw, ren 

Bre. Take hence the Royal name, thy OY - 
Go as Friend, and of thy own accord, | 
Leſt thou be forc'd to what may feem thy will ; 
Rn EE 
With valt incr relolve 
For till the hame, the Race and F Family - 
Of Tarquin &e remov'd, Rome is nord 

Coll. Brutss, | yield my Ofce to V/, 
Hoping, when Rome by vipcdr ma faith ag" 


She will recal me : So the peeſerve y Exits 
Bru. Welcome P :; Hg 
=, <1. 


"S 
- a 
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On ſuch a Pilot in'the 
She may ſecurely fleep 


[Enter 


| Dy, Heyp hyp, oe 
TouFath 


Pater P pgs. 
And Sacred Oaths Legs om 
ptr Wnmys 1095 wh = tar} ehjs bloody Sear 


FT OT ek 
2. Pri, tothe 
The Words of Tarquin: this is y x Connie 
1, Pri. The King, hw na i rs 
Than thoſe that ro IF bim Deer lawful Ec 
Demands but reſlifution of 
. ' His Royal Omar ne ke wo 
His , his Jewels, and 
Hoe wrnhaid Il 
WEAr nar ths 15 5 
Behold his Signer ſet upon the | 
'Tis Seal'd and written in theſe Tables. 
Sincere and punctual, Wi al rlldos, 
re a 
May apiter and all the 


To this I ſwear ; _—_— 
KT, mn, 


have Fworo, 
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Alt you the Alban People being ſafe, | 
Safe in your Cotintry, Temples, Sepulchers, ' 
Safe in your Laws,” and Houthold Gods; 
Let mealonebeftrook, fall, periſh, dye, 

As now this Stone falls trom my hand to Earth. 

Bru. The things you ask bein ory controverſial, 
Require ſometime. Should we deny the Tyrant 
What was his own,'twould feem a ſtrange injuſtice ; 
Tho he had never Reign'd m Rome ; yet, Fathers, 
It we conſent to yield to his demand,” 

We give him hed full pb wer to make a War. 
'Tis. | n to you, the Mein Prieſts, 
No'Adt of Senate a _— ſtands ; 
Therefore yorlr's being t moment, 
We ſhall defer bor neellfn the morn : 
With whoſefi town we ſummon all the F _—_— 


Togive th' Defend te © So Joye 
Cong Commenwealth'of Rune g Los f. 


Tiberius, Aquiltus, Vitelfius, Pritſts. 

Tib, Now ks Gra, where Ill bring my Brother : * 
Fear not, my Lord; we have the means to work him ; ko 
It cannot fail. m_ 

I, oo, had 1 nds, ey £ ES 
Withg quilius, ſpregd the news t rou Rome, : 
To all of Royal Spirit ; moſt rothoſe f gh 
Young Noble men that us'd torange with Sextus! 
Perſwade a reſtitution of the King, 
Give 'em the hinttolet him in by ni 44 r}.x he; Joply 
And joyn theirP6rees with th? Troops, TI 
For 'tis a ſhove a puſh of Fate'milllt bear. it,” | © 
For you, the Hearts and Souls of enterpriſe, 
I need not urge a reaſon after this: _, | 
What good can come of ſuch 8 Government ,, v vp 
Where tho two Conſuls, wife and able perſons; rw 
As are throughout the World, -fit atthe helm, 


A very trifle cannot be olv'd; 

A Trick, a Start, a Shaddowof a buſineſs, _ 
That would receive diſpatch in half g minute 
Were the Authority but rig 


In Ron's malt ariel lng | bur gow n3mre; A f.4 Fr 
Rit2s 30 1, Y 


TI 
Tlie Fec3alian Garden is the rafts oe”) 


Where more of our ſworn Fundtion villhe ready 
To help the Royal Plot ; AT OE: and Ie 


- 
as Mia £4... as. _ 


"SCENE zo 
T be. Fecialian Garden: 


Titus ſolus.. 


Tit. He's gone j and I hall abver the He ality 
Gone to the Camp, to erate pi War: 
Driven from thy bed; ju 'warm within th "rſt, 
Torn from her harbor by thy Father's hand, 
Perha Thy Vera toſtarve upon the barren plain, © 
Wife; the-very blaſh of —_— 
Tha ſofteſt boſom ſweet, and'nor'erfjoy'd : 
O the Immortal Gods / and as ſhe went, 
= Hower'eſheſcem'd to bear our parting well, | 
Methought ſhe mixther melring with diſdain; 
A caſt of anger through her Shining tears : - 
Soto abuſe her hopes, and blaſt her wiſhes, 
By making her my Bride, butnot a Woman /' 


| [Emer Tiberius, A Aqui, Vitelliu-; | 
and Prieſts, with arhintg. 
= See where he ſtands, drown'&in his Melancholy.” * 


» Pri. Madam, you know the eaſure of ec 
And what the Royal Twllia did command fy ow q 


P've ſworn to execute. | 
Ter. Iam inſtructed. 
Since then my life's ar ſtake, you need not ie Ne 7 
But I will a@ with all the Force I can: 'el all _—y 
Let me intreat you leave me here alone ”"y " | 
Some minutes,and I'l call youtothe conqueſt. n Tk *, 
#, 


"on Lovin ning Bras: 


Throw thy a d. 

With thy bare b Dew ; 

Then, as thoudri the tears hat rrickle trom thee : 
So trtech'd reſolve to lye till death ſhall ſeize thee : 


Lu ww 7 or'e ſome tumbling Stream, 
orock t efs wi lancholyſagnds, 
With broken murmes andredoubled wa 
To help —_ ing of the wateys fa | 
Ter, Oh, 7; eatischis / 
Tit, Orif thy Ba -— 100 i 
As in that glaſs of nature chaou ſhalt 


Thy ſwoln drown'd eyes with the Ce Locend banks, 
The tops of Willows and their bloſſoms turn'd, 
With all the under $ky ten _ down, 

Wiſh that the ons of. the { m_—_— 
Were ſoi I 

And hurl thy Faxtune 

Nay, do wy bearit, 

To yond' miſguided Orb, - _—_ the yoo 
For what bold Sin they doom the wreiched Titus 
To ſuch abebeocbas Teraminia? 
O Teraminta ! I will groan thy name 
Till the tir'd Eccho faint with repetition, 

Till all the breathleſs Grove and quiet Myrtles. 
Shake with my ſighs, azif a Tempeſt bow'd *em: 
Nothing but Teraminta.; 'O Teramunta! 


Ter. but Titss : Titus and Terammnia / 
Thus let me rob the Fountains a_ — Groves, 
Thin 67 tothe with the knot 
res i _ 
= as faln | —— 
Ts EY a Te ſunk b wah Dogdbes, 
ani wat 
Oh, Titus, O/ aug 
Tit. 1 find thee Teraminta, 
Wal'd from a 


'Tis real, and I give thee 


Thy e with cn gen Þ 
Nay, aGiouart, a? = gen 


Tit. Chechen heghng, place, through all th> Orove, 


Leap 


Father of bis Country. 
Leap to my heart, and ride upon the b 
Triumphing thus, and now defie our 
But, oh, why do we loſe this precious moment ! 
The bliſs may yet be bar'd if we delay, 
. As 'twas before. Come to thy Husband's bed ; 
I will not think this true till chere I hold thee, 
Lock'd in my Arms. Leave this Contagious Air ; 
There will be time for talk how thou cam'ſt hither 
When we have been before hand with the Gods : 
Till then —— 

Ter. Oh, Titus, you muſt hear me firſt. 
[ bring a Meſſage from the Furious Queen ; 
[ promiſed nay, ſhe Swore me not to touch you, 
TillI had Charm you to the part of Targuin. 

Tit. Ha, Teraminta not to touchthy Husband, 
Unleſs he prove a Villain 2? 

Ter. Titus, no; 
I'm Sworn to tell you that you are a Traytor, 
If you refuſe to Fight the Royal Cauſe. 

Tit. Hold, Teraminta. 

Ter. No, my Lord; 'tis plain, 
AndI am ſworn to lay my Reaſons home. 
Rouze then, awake, recal your ſleeping Virtue ; 
Side with the King, and Arm againſt your Father, 
Take part with thoſe that Loyally have Sworn 
To let him in by Night: Fitehius, 
Aquilius, and your Brother wait without ; 
Therefore I charge you haſt, ſubſcribe your name, 
And ſend your vow d obedience to the King - 
'Tis Teraminta that intreats you thus, 
Charms, and Conjures you ; tell the Royal Heralds 
You'l head their Enterpriſe: and then, my Lord, 
My Love, my noble Husband, I'll obey you, 
And follow to your bed. 

Tit. Never I ſwear. 
O, Teraminta, thou haſt broke my heart : 
By all the Gods, from thee this was $00 much. 
Farewel, and take this with thee. For thy fake, 
| will not Fight againſt the King, wo for hum : 


42 Lucine Funins Brut ; 
ri fl _ RO Brother, Friends for ever, 
Forſake the haunts of Men ; converſe no more | 
With ought that's Human ; dwell with endleſs darkneſs : 
For, Since the ſight of thee is now unwelcome, 
What has the World beſides that I can bear? 
Ter. Come back, my Lord. By thoſe immortal Pow'rs 
You now invok'd, I'll fix you in this virtue. 
Your 7eraminta did but try how ſtro 
Your Honour ſtood : and now ſhe ink it laſting, 
Will dye to root you in this ſolid Glory. 
Yes, 7itus, tho the Queen has Sworn'to'end'me, 
Tho both the Fecia/rans have Commiſion 
To ſtab mein your preſence, if not wrought 
To ſerve the King ; yet by the GodsI charge you 
Keep tothe point your conſtancy has gain'd. 
Targuin, altho my Father, is a Tyrant, 
A bloody black Uſurper; fol beg you 
Ev'nin my death to view him. 46, 
Tit. Oh you Gods ! 
Ter. Yet guilty as he is, if you behold him 
Hereafter with his Wounds upon the Earth, 
Titus, for my ſake, tor poor Ferviibites 
Who rather dy'd than you ſhould loſe your Honor, 
Do not you {trike him, donor dip your Sword 
In Targuin 5 blood, becauſe he was my Father. 
Tit, No, Teraminta, no : by all the Gods, 
I will defend him, evin againſt my Father: 
See, ſee, my Love ; behold the Flight I take : 
What all the Charms of rhy expe&ted bed 
Could not once raove my Soul tothink of Afting, 
Thy tears and menac'd death, by which thoudtriv'R 
To fix me to the Principles of Glory, 
Have wrought me off. Yes; yes, you cruel Gods, 
Let the cternal Bolts that bind this Frame 
Start trom their Order : fince you puſh me thus 
Ev'n to the Margin of this wide deſpair, 
Behold I plungeat once inthis diſhonor, 
Where there 15 neither Shore, nor hope of Haven, . |, 


No Floating mark through all the diſmal Vaſt ; | iT; 
is 


Father of bis Country. 43 
"Tis Rockleſs too, no Cliff to clamber yp 
To about and pauſe upon the ruin. 
er. Isthen your 'd Honor come to this? 

What now, + &- ? 

Tit, Thy death, thy death, my Love : 
Ill think on that, and laugh at all the Gods. 
Glory, Blood, Nature, tyes of Reverence, 
The dues of Birth, reſpect of Parents, all, 
All are as this, the Air I drive belore me. 
What 0! Vitelins, and Aquilius, come, 
And you the Fecialiaw Heralds, haſt 
I'm ready tor the leap, Vil rake it with you 
Tho deep as to the Fiends. . 

Ter. 1hus hear me, 7itus. 

Tit. Oft irom my knees, away. 
What on th. Theam, thy death ? nay, ſtab'd before me! _ 

[ Enter Prieſts, with T |berius, Aquilius, Vitellius. 

Speak not ; I will not know thee on this Subject, 
But puſh thee irom my heart, with all perſuaſtons 
That now are loſt upon me. O, 7 ber izs, 
Aquifus, and Vite/lius, welcome, welcome z 
I'll joyn you in the Conjuration, come: 
I am as tree as he that dares be formolt. 

Ter. My Lord, my Husband. 

Tit. Take this woman from me. 
Nay look you, Sirs, I am not yet fo gon, 
So headlong neither in this damn'd Deſign 
To quench this Horrid thirſt with Brutus blood : | 
No, by th' eternal Gods, I bar you that ; 
My Father ſhall not bleed. 

716. You could not think #*Y 
Your Brother ſure ſo Monſtrous in his kind. 
Asnot to make our Father's life his care. 

Tit. Thus then, my Lords, I Liſtmy ſelf among you, 
And with my Style in ſhort Subſcribe my ſelf 
The Servant to the King ; my words are thele. 


Titus to the King, RR 

Sir, you need a. 4 know my PRO s mind 

To judge of me, who am yo ſerve you, LY 
2 


0 Gee A RI R——__ a Ae. . ' 
» 4) 
[I 
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x Pri. 'Tis full enough. 

Tit, Then leave me to the hire Exeent, Tib. Aquil, 
Ofthis hard labor, to the dear bought prize, CVitell. and Prieſts. 
Whoſe life I purchas'd with my loſs of Honor : 

Come to my breſts, thou Tempeſt-beaten Flower, 
Brim-tull of Rain, and ſtick upon my heart. 

O ſhort liv'd Roſe! yet I ſame hours will wear thee : 
Yes, by the Gods, I'll ſmell thee till I anguiſh, 
Rifle thy ſweets, and run the o're and o're, 

Fall like the Night upon thy tolding beauties, 

And clasp theedead: Then, like the Morning Sun, 
With a new heat kiſs thee to lite again, 

And make the plealure equal to. the pain. 


ACT. IV. SCE. L. 
Tiberius, Vitellius. 


Tib. Ark, are we not purſu'd ? 
Vit. No; 'tis the tread 
Of our own Friends, that follow in the dark. 
Tjb. What's now the time ? 
Vit. Juſt dead of night . 
And 'tis the blackeſt that e're mask'd a Murder. 
7ib. It likes me better.; for I love the Scoul, 
The grimmeſt lowre of Fate on ſuch a deed ;; 
I would have all the Charnel Houſes yawn, 
The duſty Urns, and Monumental Bones 
Remov'd, to make our Maſlacre a Tomb. 
Hark / who was that that holloa'd fire ? 
Vit, A Slave, 
That ſnores i'th* Hall, he bellows in tus Sleep; 
And cries, The Capitol's o' fire. 
71ib. I would it were ; 
And Zargsin at the Gates : 'twould bea blaze, 


Father of bir "Connery. 

A Beacon fit to light a King of Blood, 
That vows at once the Slaughter of the World : 
Down with their Temples, ter 'em on a Flame)? 
What ſhould they do with Houſes for the Gods, 
Fat Fools, the lazy Magiſtrates of Rome, 
Wiſe Citizens, the Politick heads o'th' People; 
That Preach Rebellion to the Multitude ? 
Why, let 'em off, and rowl into their Graves : 
I long to beat work. See, good Aquilins, 
Trebonius too, Servilius Minutius, 
Pomponius hail: nay, now you may unmask, 
Brow-beat the Fates, and fay they are your Slaves. 

Aqz. What are thoſe Bodyes tor 2 

Tib. A Sacrifice. 
Theſe were two very buſie Commonwealth's-men, 


That, ere the King was baniſh'd by the Senate; 
Firſt fer the Plot on foot in publick _—_— ! 

That would be holding forth "Twas poſlib 

That Kings themſcl ves might err, and were but men, 
The Poole were not Beaſts for Sacrifice ; 

Then jogg'd his Brother, this cram'd Statesman here, 
The bolder Rogue, whom evw'n with-open mouth 

I heard once bealch Sedition from a Stall : 

Go, bear him to the Prieſts ; he is a Victim 

That comes as wiſh'd for ther, the Cooks of Heav'n, 
And they will Carve this Brawn of fat Rebellion, 

As if he were a Diſh the Gods might feed on. 

Vin. (From a Window.) Oh; the Gods! Oh the Gods! what 
will they do with him ? O theſe Prieſts, Rogues, Cutthroats ' A 
diſh for the Gods, but the Devil's Cooks to dreſs him, 

Tib, Thus then. The Fecialians have ſet down 
A platform, copy'd from the King's deſign: 

The Pandane or the Romulide, the Roman, 
Carmental and Janiculan Ports of Rome, " 

The Circ, the Capital,and Sublic.an Bridge 

Muſt all be ſeiz'd by us that are within ; 
"Twill not be hard in the Surpriſe of night 
By us, the Conſuls Children and their 

To kill the drowſic Guards, ahdkeep the Holds; - du 1a 
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At leaſt fo long till Tarquin farce his entrance 
Withall the Royaliſts chat come to joyn us : 
Therefore to make his broader Squadrons way, 
Tarquinian is defign'd to be the Ent 
Ot his moſt pompous and Reſolv'd fr—_ 
Aqu. The firſtdecreed in this great Execution 
Is here ſet down your Father and Yalerius. 
Tib. That's as the King ſhall pleaſe ; but for /”alerius, 
111 take my ſelfthe honor of his Head 
And wearit on my Spear. The Senate all 
Without exception ſhall be Sacrific'd : 
And thoſe that are the mutinous Heads o'th' People- 
Whom I have mark'd to be the Soldier's Spoil , 
For Plunder muſt be given, and who fo fit 
Asthole notorious limbs, your Commonwealth's men? 
Their Daughters to be Raviſh'd ; and their Sons 
Quarter'd [ike Brutes upon the Common Shambles. 
Vit. Now for the Letters, which the Fecialians 
Require us all to Sign,and ſend to: Zarguin, 
Who will not elſc be apt to truſt his Heralds 
Without Credentials under every hand ; 
The bus'neſs being indeed of vaſt 4mport, 
On which the hazard of his Like and Empire, 
As well as all our Fortunes, does depend. 
Tib. It were a break to the whole Enterpriſc 
To make a Scruple in our. great aftair : 
] will ſign firſt : and for aipBicother Tatus, 
Whom his new Wife 'detains} I have his hand 
And Seal to ſhow, as faſt and-firm as any: 
Vin. O Villany ! Villany ! What would they do with me, if 
tlicy ſhould catch me-peeping 2 knock out my brains at leait ; 
another Diſh for the Prieſts, who-would make fine ſauce ol 'em 
tor the hanch of a fat Citizen! +: 
Tib. All hands have here Subſcrib'd, and that your hearts 
Prove Reſolute to what your hands have giv n, 
Behold the Meſſengers of Heav'n to bind you, 
'Charms of Religion, ſacred Conjurations, 
VVith Sounds of Execration, words of horror 
Not to diſcloſe or make leaſt ſigns or ſhow, 


Of 


Father of by Conntry.. 47 
Of what you have both heard, and ſeen, and ſworn, | 
But bear your ſelves as it it ne'r had been: 

Swear by the Gods Celeſtial and Infernal, 

By Pluto, Mother Earth, and by the Furies, 

Not to reveal, tho Racks were tet before you, 

A ſyllable of whar is paſt and done.. 

Hark, how the Offer'd Brutes begin to roar ! 

O that the hearts of all the Traitor Senate, 

And heads of that foul Hydra Mulritude, 

Were frying with their fat upon this Plle, 

That we might make an Oft ring worth an Empire, 

And Sacrifice Rebellion to the King, 


The Scene draws, ſhowing the Sacrifict; One Burning, and a 
nother C "4a : the Prieſts ow formers with Got- 
lets in their hands, fil d with human Kr 


1. Pri. Kneel all you Heroes of thsblack-Deſign,. 
Fach take his Goblet fall 'd with Blood & Wine; 
Swear by the Thunderer, fwear by Jove,. 
Swear by the hundred Gods above ; . |; | 
Swear by Dis, by Proſerpime, 
Swear by the Berecynthraw Br! 1458 224 
2 Pri. To keep it cloſe till Targummeomes, 
With Trumpets ſound and beat ot Drums: | 
But then to Thunder forth the Deed, 
That Rome may bluſh, and Traytors bleed. 
Swear all. | | cook d 
Ag. We Swear.” | 
x: Pri. Now drink the Blood, 
To make the Conjuration good. 
Tib. Methinks I feel the Slaves exalted blood 
Warm at my heart's Orthat it were the Spirits 
Of Rome”s beſt life, drawntrom her grizled Fathers! 
That were a draught indeed to Ambition, 
And give new fiercenels to'the King's 
Vin. Oh the Gods ! what,burna man alive! O Canibals,Hell- 
hounds ! Eat one man; -and drink another !, Well, Vl to Yaleri- 
uw; Brutus will not believe me, becauſetus Sons and Nephews are = 


y8 | Lawine Frnine Brutzs ; 
the buſineſs. © What, drink a man's blood! Roaſt him, and cat 
him alive! A whole man roaſted ! would not an Ox ferve the 
turn ? Prieſts to do this ! Oh you immortal Gods! For my part, 
if this be your worſhip, I renounce you. No; if a man can't go 
to Heaven, unlels your Prieſts cat him, and drink him, and roaſt 
him alive ; I'llbe tor the broad way, and the Devil ſhall have me 
at a Venture. [ Exat. 


Enter Treus. | 


Tit. What hoa, Tiberixs | give me back my hand. 
What have you done ? Horrors an4 midnight Murders! 
The Gods, the Godsawake you to repentance, 

*As they have me. Would'it thou believe me Brother ? 
Since deliver'd thee that fatal Scrole, 
That Writing to the King, my heart rebell'd 
Agiak it ſelt; my thoughts were up in arms 
All in a roar, like Seamen in a Storm, 
My Reaſon and my Faculties were wrack'd 
The Maſt, the Rudder, and the > ; 
My Body, like the Hull of ſome loſt V 
Beaten and tumbled with my Rowling fears, 
Therefore I charge thee give me back' my Writing, 
Tib. What means my Brother ? 
Tit. O Tiberius, OY: 
Dark as it ſeems, I tell thee that the Gods. 
Look througha Day of Lightning on our City : 
The Heav'n's on Fire ; from the flaming Vault 
Portentous blood pours like a Torrent down. 
There are a hundred Gods in. Rawe to night, 
And ever larger Spirit is abroad, . | 
Monuments empry'd, every Urn is' thaken; . 
To fright the State, and put the World in Arms; -/ 
Juſt now I {aw three Roways ſtand amaz'd 
Before a Flaming Sword, then dropt down dead, - 
My. ſelf untouch'd:: while through the blazing Air 
A Heering head, bke xl riding Moon, |  «c'1 1 
Ghnc'd by, ant cry'd, Trews, I an Egeria; 
a A oo . SY 2! 


Repent, 


: Fatheraf ks Covmgry,. 49: 
epent, repent, or certain Eh 9rans thee + m1 BaeÞ: 
Treaſon and Tyranny hall nor prevaul;... 0 _— 
Liga Bel Sag more ;  Zgeria ayes its, pr ens 
that vaſt turn Imperial Fate deſigy'd 
I ſaw, O Titus, on th' eternal. Loom, .._ _.. 
Tis Ripe, 'tis Perfe&, and i Rom lands. nu, 
r Pri. Fumes, fumes ; the aatams of an ill Jigeſtian'; SO 
The Gods are as good quict, Gods as may be, | Wo 
They're faſt afleep, an men noe to difluub us, 
Wnlefs your Frenzy wake 'em. 
May the Gods Doom me to the pains of Hell» | 
If I enjoy'd the beauties that I av'd : = 4) 
The horror of my Treaſon ſhock'd my joys, 


Enervated m uno, while [ lay 
Colder than Marble by'her Virgin. fide; 


As ifI had drunk the blood. of Ezphants, 
Drowfie M or the Juice of Hemlock. _ 
1 Pri. 1 like him not ; I think we had beſt diſpatch him. 
Tit. Nothing but Images of horror round me, 
Rome all in blood, the Raviib'd Veſtals raving, + 
The Sacred fire put out ; robd Mothers ſhricks ; 
Deat*ning the Gods with clamours for their Babes 
That fprawl'd aloft upon the Soldiers Speares 
The beard of Age pluck'd off by barbarous hands, 
While from lys' piteous w pod horphs aides 
The labouriog lite low'd faſter than the blood- 


Enter Valerius, Vinditius, with Guards, who ſeize all but the 
Prieſts, who ſlip away : Vinditius follows them. 


Val. Horror upon me | what will this night bring forth 2 
Yes, you immortal Gods, ſtrike, ſtrike ry rh 

Since theſe are here, the crime will look leſs horrid 

Io me, than in his Sons. 7itas, Taber ins | 

O from this time let me be blind and dumb, 

But-laſt there ; Mutius, Fly ; call hither Bratks, 

Bid him for ever leave the down of reſt, 

And fleep no more: If Rome were all on Fire, 


H And 


wh, 


50” Lodi Punius Brutus ; 
And Tarquin in the Srreets þeftridi Slagireer 
He would leſs wonder than'at Thar hee 
Tit. Stop there, O ſtop that meſſen 
Here, bind, Yalerins, bind this Villan's 
Tear off my Robes put me f p00! the Forks, | | 
And laſh me likes Sve-al er=ontty M773 6.4 - 
My Soul away; or hing me-or's | | | 
Rack me a year within ſorne horrid _— 
So deep, ſo near the'Hells that I muſt r, 
That I may groan my Torments tothe Damn'd : 
I do ſubmit, this Traitor, this curs'd Villain, | 
To all the Stings of mbft ingenious horror; |. 
So thou difj me ere my Father comes. 
But hark ! I hear the tread of Fatal Brutas! 
By all the Gods, and by the wor Ag 
T cannot bear his face: aw 
Or like a Whirlwind _— tear _ way | | 
] care not whither, | Exit with Tiberius. 
Val. Take em hence together. * 


Enter Vinditws with the Priefs: 


Vin. Here, here; my Lord,'I have unkenneP two: 
Thoſe there are Raſcals made of Fleſh and blood, 
Thoſe are but men, but theſe are the Gods Rogues. 
Val. Go, good Yinditins, haſt and ſtop\he People, 
Get 'em tog:ther to the 1% apr; 
Where all rhe Senate with t Confuls early 
Will fee ric Juſticedone upon the Traytors. 
For thee, the Scnate thalf decree rewards 
Great 2s cliy Service, 
Vind 1 hambly thank your Lordſhip. 
Why, what, they 1 make me # Senator at leaſt, 
And then a Conful ; O th” Immortal Gods! 
My Lord, I go — To have the Rods and Axes carry d before - 
mz, and a long purple Gown trailing behind my honorable heels: 
well, l ar. made for ever ! [ Exitc 


Fmuter 


Eater Brutus attended, 


Bru. O, my Yalerizs, are theſe horrors true ? 
Haſt thou, O Gods, this night embowel'd me - 
Ranſack'd thy Brutus Veins, thy Fellow Conſu), 
And tound two Villains lurking in my blood 2 
Val. The blackeſt Treaſon that e're darkneſs brooded, 
And who, to hatch theſe horrors for the World, 
Who to ſeduce the Noble Youth of Rome, 
To draw 'em to ſo damin'd a Conjuration, 
To bind'em too by new invented Oaths, 
| Religious Forms, and Deviliſh Sacri 
A Sacrament of blood, for which Rome ſuffer'd 
In two the worthieſt of her Martyr'd Sons ; 
Whotodo this, but Meſſengers from Heav'n ? 
Theſe Holy men that Swore 4 ſolemnly 
Betore the Senate, call'd the Gods to curſe 'em, 
If they intended ought againſt the State, 
Or harbor'd Treaſon more than what they utter'd 2 
Bru. Now all the Fiends and Furies thank 'em for it. 
You Sons of Murder, that get drunk with blood, 
Then Stab at Princes, poyſon Commonwealths, 
Deitroy whole Hecatombs of Innocent Souls, 
Pile 'em like Bulls and Sheep upon your Altars, 
As you would ſmoke the Gods out their Dwelling : 
You ſhame of Earth, and Scandal of the Heav*ns, 
You deeper Fiends than any of the Furies, 
That ſcorn to whiſper Envy, Hate; Sedition: 
But witha blaſt of Priviledge Proclaim it ; 
Prieſts that are Inſtruments deſign'd to Damn us, 
Fit ſpeaking Trumpets for the mouth of Hell. 
Hence with 'erm, Guards ; ſecure 'emjn the Priſon 
Of Ancus Martins, Read the Packets o re, 
I'll bear it as I'm able, read 'em out. 
Val. The ſum of the Confpiracy to the King; 
It ſhall begin with both the Conſuls deaths ; 
And then the Senate; man muſt bleed, 
But thoſe that have 1 to =_ the King. - 
2 


2 Dweiwe' Yumi Brod; 
2 
ready therefore, Six, to ſend your Troops 
By twelve to morrow night, and eomeyvur ſelf 
In perſon, if you'll reaſcend the Throne : 
All that have ſworn to ſerve your M MS. 
Subſcribe themſelves by name your fair es. 
Tiberius, Aquilts, Virelits, 
Trebonius, Serviliut, Minutins, * '* 
Pomponius, und your Fecialian Priefts. 
Bru. Ha! my Yalerius, is not Titus there ? 
Val. He's here, my Lord ; a paper by it &lf. 
Titus to the King, 
Sir, you nced only know ty Brother's mind 
Tojudge of me, who art refolv'd to ferve you. - 
What do you think, my Lord ? 
Bru. Think my Yaleriw ? 
By my heart, I know nat : 
I'm at a loſs of thought; and muſt acknowledge 
The Councils of the Gods are fathomledſs ; 
Nay, 'tis the hardeſt task perhaps of life 
To be aſſur'd of what is Vice or Virtue : 
Whether when we raiſe up Temples to the Gods 
We do not theh Blaſphemie "ern, 'O, behold me, 
Behold the Game that laughing Fortune playes ; 
Fate, or the will of Heav'n, call't what you pleaſe, 
That marrs the beſt deſigns that Prudence layes, 
That brings events about perhaps to mock 
At human reach, and ſport with expectation. 
Conſider this, and wonder not at Brutus 
If his Philoſophy ſeems at a ſtand, 
It thou behold'(t him ſhed unmanly Tears 
To ſee his Blood, his Children, his own Bowels 
Confpire the death of hjm that gave 'em bring. 
Val. What heart, but Yours, could bear it wathout' breaking ? 
Bru. No, my YValerii, | were 1 beaſt indeed 
Not to-be mov'd with {yeh Prodigious ſuffering ; 
Yer after all I jjuſtifie the Gods, 
And will conclude Ther's Reaſon ſupernatural -* 
That guides us throughtheWorld with vaſt Uiferetion, 


Altho we have got Souls to comprehend it : ? 
Which 


 "Fatber-ofb's Connity. 1.53 
Which makes by wondrous methods chevarne Cdufes . / uo / 
Produce effe&ts tho of adiflerent nature, 127 21) 1 10 2 
Since then, for Man's Inſtru&ion, and the Glory 
Of the Immortal Gods, 'it is Deerced 1 
There muſt be patterns drawn of fierceſt Virtue; 
Brutus ſubmits to the eternal Doom.” ':'- |, 
Val. May 1 bdieve there can be ſuch perſettion, - 
Such a Reſolve in Man? + | 
Bra. Firſt, as I am their Father, 
I pardon both of 'em this black Deſign ; 
But, as I am: Rome's Conful, Tabhor 'um, - 
_ caſt 'em from oy _ = vere : 
Thenearer to m nd 
The colour of their fault, and they ſFallbleed. 
Yes, my Yalerius, both 'my Sons ſhall dye: 


Enter Teraminta. | 


Nay, I will ſtand unbowel'd by the Altar, 

See ſomething dearer to me than my entrails 
Display'd before the Gods and Reman People ; 
The Sacrifice of Juſtice and Revenge.” \ 7 

Ter. What Sacrifice, what YVidtims, Sir, are theſc 

Which you intend # O, you eternal Powers, 

How ſhall I vent my Sorrows! area Lord, 

Yer ere you Seal thedeath you have defign'd, 

The death of all that's lovely in the World, 

Hear what rhe witneſs of his Soul can fay, 

The only Evidence that can, or dare 

Appear for yoar unhappy guiltleſs Son ; 

The Gods command you, Virtue, Truth, and Juſtice, 
Which you with ſo much rigor have Ador'd, 

Beg you would hear the wretched Teraminta. 

Bra. Ceaſe thy laments: tho of the blood of Targuin, 
Yet more, the Wife of my forgotten Son, 
Thou ſhalt be heard.  # 

Ter. Have you forgot him then» - 

Have you forgot your ſelf 2 the Image of you, | 
The very Pi&ture of your excellence, 9 
The Portraiture of all your manly Virtues, Your: 


$4 \actis Faunews Brut ; 
Your viſageſtampt upaty him; juſt thoſe eyes; 
The _—_ Greatnels,ot can, {pr es 
The — oodnels ;; not ſo quite ſevere, 
Yet ſtill mo Tike: and can you then forget him 2 
Bru. Will-you proceed 2. . 
Ter. My Lord, I will know then, | 
—- After your Son, your Son that loyes you more 
Than I love him, after our common 7#us, | 
The wealth o'th' World unleſs you rob'em of it, 
Had long <ndur'd th' Aſſaults of the Rebellious, 
And ſtill kept fix'd to what you had enjoyn'd him ; 
I, as Fate order'd it,was ſent frota Zal/ls,  - 
With my death menac'd, ey'n before his eyes, 
Doom'd to be ſtab'd before hum by the Prieſts, 
Unleſs he yielded not-v oppoſe the King, 
Conſider, Sir ; Oh make it your own Caſe ; 
Juſt Wedded, juſt on the expect joys, 
Warm for my bed, and ruſhing to my arms, 
So loving too, alas, as we did love: 
Granted in haſt, in heat, in flame of paſſion 
He knew not what himſelf, and fo Subſcribd. 
But now, Sir, now, my Lord; behold a wonder, 
Behold a Mixadero move your Soul | 
Tho in my arms, juſt :n the graſps of pleaſure, 
His noblc hcart ſtrook with the t tsof Brutus, 
Of what he promis'd you, till then forgot, 
Leapt in his breſt and daſh'd him from enjoyment ; 
He ſhriek'd, y* immortal Gods, what hayc 1 done ! 
No, Teraminta, let us rather perith, 
| Divide for ever with whole Seas betwixt us, 
2 Rather than Sin againſt ſo. good a Father. 
Tho he before had barr'd your life and Fortune, 
Yet would not truſt the Traytors with the fatcty 
Of him hecall'd the Image of the Gods. 
Val. O Saint-like Virtue ofa Reman Wile 
O Eloquence Divine ! now af the arts 
Of Womens tongues, the Khetoric of the Gods 
Inſpire thy ſoft ag4 tender Soul ro move him- ON 
Zer. On this he rouz'd: Swore by the Powers Divine, * 


He 


Fotumy-diSayes. =Y me 59 


He would fetch back the Pa hegavey 02 2voiton hhrs be 
Or eave his life amongſt 'em : irs yondrwe-ob OR I9] WET! 
And came to challenge it, but, = £7 iron af A SL 
For, in the mid'ſt of all his I 421 09 | Yutt v 
His ſtrong perſwaſionsto a fw en 

His vowsto lay their lerfi@T 1G 
His execration of the bardlirody Prieſts 4c! Laurer 0/2) 001. 


How he abhor'd that bloody: Sactament - 
As much as you, and eurs'd the conjuration 0 
Vinditins came that had before alarm'd > 011 1H 931 
The wiſ Palerins, who with all the Guards 2:1 w () 
Found 7irzs here, believ's him Wkothe reſt; '- {rutin wo 
And ſeiz'd him too, as' ofthe Terafon.” "WM 
Val. But, by the G wy Seu drab noecqulr im, « WE 
Bleſt be thy tongue, bleſt the auſpi Gods 
That ſent thee, O true fic :2qord vin 4h O14 
To plead his bleeding Cauſe: * Tnoned neue). o hr 
I ſee his Father's mov'd : worn tech} | rt6 ©, 
A watry comfort riſing in his 
That fayes, 'Tis more thaw a Meoviare hear thee 
Bru. Haſt, O Yaleriasj aſtand\ſendior Farwsy i 1 - VI 
Ter, For Titus' Oh, that is a word toadiſtancy « ©1126 ! 
Say, for your Son, for your beloved/S0ng7 1 I» 
The Darling of the World, the joy of Heav'n, 
The hope of Earth, your eyes hot dearer to YOUs. 
Your Soul's beſt wiſh, and colfortufoGur os: 


Enter Titus, wich Valeris. "Vaireptais | 


Tit. Ab, Sir! ,Oh whither ſhall I runto hide me? » 
Where ſhall 1 lower fall? how ſhall Tlye: | 
More groveling in your View, and ow! for merey? [ 204 
Yet 'tis ſome comfort tomy wild detpair,-!'i) 
Some joy in death that I may kils your feet, .- 
And ſwear upon 'em by theſe ſtreaming tears, 


quandr ir +6 uilr uponane, 

I never harbor'd oug hr ont your perm: "uf 

Ev'n in the height of my ſlrauphrdifirattion, - - ; 

Yoyr life my Lord, was Saczed; everdear, [+/+ 11 pau 
. it 


567 Lucie: Fiiuh Brutan;"\ 
And ever pretious, to Fitweeqel 5:11 56d 11:39 b 
Bre. 4-7 We. Y.S0p _ j on rig © Dh ore _—_ = 
hw | care nobe., ha Ma | ' 9 | © ar 
I have not itrength to ſee t x ar; 
Which 1 have brav'd : =e: £ THEY '{ NOV ul 
It on your knees 1 hang, anq-venr my 1971 vat 4 om v; H 
It is too much, too much tor thowulgnd l | 
Bre. | pity thee, my EY + | 
And, that thou may EINE 
I take thee in my arms. 
Tit. O all the Gods{-»- ') ad fwd 9 i 


Bru. Now riſe; I chafgs a 


. 


Ter. Ah! See, Brmy— 
He does abey, 
An Age we ; ce how, fy" Nlands _ wanble] \ 
Now, by my h of' mercy doh: 095" | 


His heart's fo log (S$)117; ) 9 
The Sence of what you 've — hi Speechlcſs: 
Nor can he thank you now but with his tears. 

Bru. My deat atetins, let: me pow-lnereat thee 
Withdraw a whilewath — | 
And leay us to pur flux: i 

Ter. Ah, Sir, I fear your new 3. 
Nor can I leave you with the humble 7itus, 
Unleſs you promileme,yow wull not chice, 
Nor fall again to Do not. Ms; (111 
Do not Lap his ft and orgy > _ 
With what i is paſt . wy \ 
Now by the Gods that i ve *y us, 
My heart forebodesa ftorm;'k: know not why ; 
But ſay, my Lord ; give _—— God:like word 
You'l not be coet/anbT'ly truſt my heart, 
How e'reit leaps, and fills me withinew horrar, 

Bru, 1 promiſe thee. 119 7 © 

Ter. Why, —_ tr — er en TY 
Ev'n trom my Soul I t you, tor is goodne 
The great, = rote Gods reward-and blels you. 
Ah Titus, Soul's-etetralarcaſure, - ; |, |, 
| fear [leave hay with Chard Uſurer; 


But 


Father of bis Commry. 57 


But I perforce muſt truſt thee. Oh Farewell. [Exit with Val. 
Bra, Well Titus, ſpeak ; how is it with thee now 2 

I would attend awhile this mighty motion, 

Wait till the Tempeſt were quite o'verblown, 

That I might take thee in the Calm of Nature, 

With all thy gentler Virtues brooding on thee, 

So huſh'd a ſtilnefs, as if all the Gods 

Look'd down, and liſtn'd to what we were faying : 

Speak then, and tell me, O my beſt belov'd, 

My Son, my 7ites, is all well again? 
Tit. So well, that ſaying how muſt make it nothing; 

So well, that I could wiſh todye this moment, 

For ſo my heart with pow'erful throbs perſwades me : 

That were indeed to make you reparation, 

That were, my Lord, to thank you home, to dye 

And that for 7:t#s too would be moſt happy. 
Bru. How's that, my Son 2 would death for thee be happy ? 
Tit. Moſt certain, Sir ; For in my Grave [| ſcape 

All thoſe affronts which I in life muſt look for, 

All rhoſe reproaches which the eyes and fingers 

And tongues of Rome will daily caſt upon -me ; 

From whom, toa Soul fo ſenſible as mine, 

Each ſingle Scorn would be far worſe thandying : 

Beſides, I ſcape the ſtings of my own Conſcience, 

Which will for ever Rack me with remembrance, 

Haunt me by day, and torture me by night, 

Caſting my blotted honor in the way 

Where e're my melancholy thoughts ſhall guide me. 
Bru. But is not death a very dreadtul thing ? 
Tit. Not to a mind refolv'd. No, Sir, tome 

It ſeems as natural as to be born : 

Groans, and Convulſions, and diſcolour'd faces, 

Friends weeping round us, blacks, and obſequics, 

Make it a dreadtul thing ; the Pomp of death, 

Is far more terrible, than Death it felt. 

Yes, Sir ; I call the Powers of Heav'n to witnels, 

Titus dares dye, if ſo you have Decreed ; 

Nay, he ſhall dye with joy, to honor Brutus, 

To make your Juſtice _ the World op 


: 
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5$ Encine Funiue Brutzs ; 
And fix the Liberty of Rome for ever : 

Not but I muſt conteſs my weakneſs too; 

Yet it is great thus to relolve againlt it, 

To have the trailty of a mortal man, 

But the Security of th' immortal Gods. 

Bre. O Titus, Ohthou abſolute young man ! 
Thou flatr'ring Mirror of thy Father's Image, 
Where behold my felt at ſuch advantage ! 

Thou perte& Glory of the Janian Race ! 

Let me indear thee once more to my boſom, 
Groan an eternal Farewel to thy Soul ; 

Inſtead oftears weep blood, it poſſible, 

Blood, the heart blood of Bratzs, on his Child, 
For thou muſt dye, my 7itus, dye, my Son, 

[ ſwear the Gods have Doom'd thee to the grave, 
The violated Genizs of thy Country 

Rears his fad head,” and paſſes Sentence on thee : 
This morning Sun, that lights my Sorrows on 
To the Tribunal of this horrid vengeance, 
Shall never ſee thee more. 

Tit, Alas, my Lord! | 
Why are you mov'd thus 2 why am I worth your ſorrow ? 
Why ſhould the God-like Brut»s ſhake to doom me } 
Why all theſe Trappings for a Traytor's Hearſc ? 

The Gods will have it fo. 
Bru. They will, my 7:tus-: 
Nor Heay'n, nor Earth can have it otherwiſe. 
Nay, 7itus, mark ; the that I ſearch, 
My harraſs'd Soul returns the more confirm'd: 
Methinks I ſee the very hand of Jove 
Moving the dreadful wheels of this affair 
That whirl thee, like a Machine, to thy Fate. 
It ſcems as if the Gods had preordain'd it 
To fix the reeling Spirits of the People, 
And ſettle the looſe Liberty of Rome. 
'Tis fix'd ; O therefore let not Fancy fond thee : 
So fix'd thy death, that *ris not in the power 
Of Gods or Men to fave thee from the Ax. 

'Zit. The Ax | O Heav'n! then muſtI fall fo baſely ? 


Father. of bis Coney, 


What ſhall | periſh by the common Ha ? 

Bru, If thou deny me this, thou givelit me nothing, 
Yes, Titxs, ſince the Gods haveſo Decreed, 

That I muſt loſe thee; I will take th* advantage 
Of thy yaportant Fate, Cement Rome's flaws, 
And heal her wounded Freedom with thy blogd : 
I will aſcend my elf the fad Tribunal, 

And fit upon my Sons ;z on thee, my Titus ; 
Behold thee ſuffer all the ſhame of death, 

The Liftor's laſhes, bleed betore People ; 

Then, with thy hojes andall thy youth upon thee, 
See thy head taken by the Common Ax, 
Without a groan, without one pittying tear, 

If that the Gods can hold me to my purpoſe, 

To make my Juſtice quite tranſcend example. 

Tit. Scourg'd like a Bondman ! ha ! a beaten Slave / 
But I deſerve it all; yet here I fail; 

The Image of this ſuf ring quite unmans me ; 
Nor can I longer ſtopthe guſhing tears. 

O Sir | O Bratus/ maſt | call au Father, 
Yet have no token of your tenderneſs ? 

No ſign of mercy ? what, not bate me that ! 
Can you reſolve, Q all th' extremity 

Of cruel rigor! to behold me too-? 

To fit unmov'd, and ſee me whipt to death 2 
Where are your bowels now ? Is this a Father ? 
Ah, Sir, why ſhould you make my heart lulbe® 
That all your late compaſſion was diſſembled ? 
How can I think that you did ever love me ? 

Bre. Think that | lovethes by my preſent paſſion, 
By theſe unmanly tears, theſe Earthquakes here, 
Theſe ſighs that twitch the very ſtrings of life : PS 
Think that no other cauſe on Earth could move me 
To tremble thus, to ſob, or ſhed a tear, 

Nor ſhake my ſolid Virtue from her point 

But Titus death : O do not call it ſhameful, 

Fhat thus ſhall fix the glory of the World. 

I own thy ſuff rings ought t' unman me thus, 

To make me throw my Body on nan To 
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60 ' Lucins Funins Brutus ; 
To bellow-like a Beaſt, to gnaw the Earth, 
To tear my hait, to curſe the crue! Fates 
That force a Father thus to drag his bowels. 

Tit. O riſe, thou violated Majeſty, 
Riſe from the Earth ; or I ſhall beg thoſe Fates had 
Which you would curſe, to bolt me to the Center. 
I now ſubmit to all your threatn'd vengeance : 
Come forth you Executioners of Juſtice, 
Nay all you Lictors, Slaves, and common Hangmen, 
Come, {trip me bare, unrobe me in his ſight, 
Andlaſh metill I bleed ; whip me like Furies; 
And when you'have ſcourg'd me till I foam and fall, 
For want ot Spirits groveling in the duſt, 
Then take my head, and = it his Revenge : 
By all the GodsI greedily reſign ir. 

Bru. No more, Farewel, etcrnally Farewel : 
If there be Gods, they will reſerve aroom, 
A Throne for thee in Heav'n. One laſt embrace, 
Whatis it makes thy eyes thus ſwim again ? 

Tit. 1 had forgot : be good to Teraminta 
When I am aſhes. | 

Bru. Leave her to my care. 
See her thou muſt not ; for thou canſt not bear ir. 
O for one more, this Pull, this Tug of Heart-ſtrings : 
Farewel for ever. 

Tit. O Brutus | O my Father ! 

Bru. Canſt thou not fay Farewel ? 

Tit, Farewel for ever. 

Bra. Foreverthen; But Oh my tears run ore: 
Groans choak my words; and I can ſpeak no more. [Exennt. 


ACT. 


Father of be Conntry, G1 
ACT. Y. \SGE-'L 


Valerins, Horatins, Herminins, Mutius, 


Flor. Is Sons condemn'd > 
Val. Doom'd to the Rods and Axes. 
Hor. What both of 'em ? 
Val. Both, Sir, both, both his Sons. 
Hor. What, Titus too? 
Val. Yes, Sir, his Darling Titus, 
Nay, tho he knows him innocent asI am, 
'Tis all one, Sir, his Sentence ſtands like Fate. 
Hor. Yet Ill intreat him, 
Mut. So will I. 
Her. And I. 
Val: Intreat him ! yes, you may, my Lords, and move him, 
\ As I have done: why, he'sno morea man ; 
He is not caſt in the me Common mould, 
His Spirit movesnot with our Springs and wards. 
He looks and talks, as if that Fove had ſent him 
To be the Judge of all the under Workd ; 
Tells me, this Palace of the Univerſe, 
With that vaſt Moat, the Ocean, running round us, 
Th' eternal Stars ſo fiercely rowling o're us, 
With all that Circulation of Heav'ns Orbs, 


Were fo eſtabliſh'd from betore all Ages 
To be the Dowr g Majeſtick Rome : 
Then looks, as i a Patent for it 


To take account L all this reat expenece, 
And ſee the layings out of the round World. 
Fer: What ſhall be done then 2 for it grieves my Soul 
To think of 7ites loſs. 
Val. There is no help ; 
But thus to ſhake your head, and croſs your arms, 
And wonder what the Gods and he intend. 
Her. There's ſcarce one man of this Conſpiracy ny 


62 Lueine f unine Brugiv ; 
But is ſome way Related if not nearly, 
To Junixs Brutys : ſome of the Aquilians 
Are Nephews to Yim; and Fite/tzus Sifter, 
The grave Sempronia, isthe Conſul's Wite: 

Val, TuerefareT have ingag'd that groaning Matron 
To plead the Cauſe of her: ..4 a Sons. | 


Enter Titus, with Liftors. 


But ſee, O Gods, behold the Gallant 77as, 

The Mirror of all Sons, the white at Virtue ; 
Fill'd up with blots, and writ all o're withblogg, 
Bowing with ſhame his body to the ground ; 
Whipt out of breath by theſe Inhuman Slaves / 
O, Piras is this ? this ſhame? 

Tit, O, my Yalerius, call it not my ſhame ; 
i all the Gods, it is to 7zt#s honor, 

My conſtant ſuft'rings are my only glory : 

What have lei + but ask Valerius, 

Ask theſe good men that have perform'd their duty, 
If all the while =-y whipt me like @ Slave, 

If when the blood from every part ran down, 

I gave one groan, or thed a Womens tcar; 

I think, I ſwear, I think, O my Yalerins, 

That I have born it well, and like a Roman, 

But, O, far better ſhall I bear my death, 
Which, as it brings els pain, has lels diſhonor, 


Enter Teramiata wounded. 


Ter, Where is he 2 where, where is this God-like Son 
Of an inhuman barbareus bloady Father ? 
O bear me to him, .' 

Tit, Ha! my Teraminta! | | 
I;'t poſſible? the very top of Beauty, 
This perfeft face drawn by the Gods at Counci), 
Which they were-long a makiog; as they bad realon, , 
For they ſhall never hit the like agaio, | 
Defil'd and mangled thus ! What ous wretech 


Has 


mn nm—1n, 63 
Has thus blaſphem'd this bright Original - 
Ter. For me it matters not, nor my abuſes ; 
But, Oh, for thee, why have they us'd thee thus 2 
Whipt, 7itus, y_ ! and could the Gods look on ? 
2 glory of _ orld _ _ us'd ? 
Laſh d, whipt, and beaten by t ight 2 
Whoſe Souls with all the Virtue of the m—_ 
Will be but Foyls, to any fault of thine, 
Who haſt a beauty ev*n in thy offending. 
And did thy Father Doom thee thus? Oh 7itus, 
Forgive thy dying part, if ſhe believes 
A wretch 1o barbarous never could produce thee : 
Some God, ſome God, my 7itws, watch'd his abſence, 
Slipt to thy mothers bed and gave thee to the World. 
Tit. Othis laſt wound, this ſtab to all my courage ! 
Had'ſt thou been well, I could have born more lathes: 
And is it thus my Father does protett thee ? 
Zer. Ah Titus\ what, thy murd'rer my Protedtor ! 
No, let me fall again among the People, 
Let me be whooted like a common ſtrumpet, 
Toſs'd, as I was, and drag'd about the ſtreets, 
The Baſtard of a 7arguin, foil'd in Dirt, 
The cry of all thoſe Bloodhounds that did hunt me 
Thus to the Goalof death, this happy end 
Of all my miſeries, hereto pant my laſt, 
To waſh thy with my Farewel tears, 
To murmur, fob, and lean my aking head 
Upon thy breaſt, thus like a Cradle Babe 
To ſuck thy wounds and bubble out my Soul, 


Enter Sempronia, Aquilia, Vitellia, Mourners &c. 


Semp. Come Ladies, haſt, and let us to the Senate ; 
If the Gods give us leave, we'll be to da 
Part of the Council. Oh, my Son, my Titus ! 


See here the bloody Juſtice ofa Father, 
Sce how the ys ye rains from his own bowels ! 


Is he not mad ? It he refuſe to hear us, 
We'll bind his hands, as orie bereft of reaſoa. Hat 


% ul 
64 Lucine Yunins Brutws ; 
Haſt then: Oh 77ts, I would ſtay to moan thee, 
But that I fear his orders are gon out 
For ſomething worle, for death, to take the heads 
Of all the Kindred of theſe wretched Women. 

Fer. Come then: I think I have ſome Spirits left, 

To joyn thee, o moſt pious, beſt of Mothers, 
To melt this Rocky heart : give me your hand ; 
Thus let us march before this wretched Hoſt, 
And offer to that God of blood our vows : 
It there be ought that's human left about him, 
Perhaps my wounds and horrible abuſes, 
Helpt with the tears and groans of this ſad Troop 
May batter down the belt of his reſolves, 

Tit. Hark, Teraminta. 

Ter, No, my Lord, away. 

Tit. Oh, my YValerias | was there ever day 
Through all the Legends of recorded time 
So fad as this? Bur ſee, my Father comes ! 


Enter Brutus, Tiberius, Liftors. 


7 iberius too has undergone the Laſh. 
Give him the patience, Gods, of Martyr'd 7:tis, 


And he will bleſs thoſe hands that have chaſtis'd him, 


7ib. Enjoy the bloody Conqueſt of thy Pride, 
Thou more Tyrannical than any 7argain, 
Thou ficrcer Sire of theſe unhappy Sons, 
Than impious Saturn or the gorg'd Thieſtes : 
This Cormorant ſees, and owns us for his Children, 
Yet preyes upon his entrails, tears his bowels 
With thirſt ot blood, and hungar tetch'd from Hell, 
Which Famiſh'd Tantalus would ſtart to think on ; 
But end, Bar#arian,end the horrid vengeance 
Which thou ſo impiouſly haſt begun, 
Perfect thy Juſtice, as thou, Tyrant, call ſt it, 
Sit like a Fury on thy black Tribunal, 
Graſp with thy monſtrous hands-theſe gory heads, 
And let thy Flatt'ring Orators adore thee, 
For Triumphs which Jhall make the ſmileat horror, 


[ Exeunt: 


Bra. 


F A 
Bra, Lead to the Senate. -*- qiaine 11 ni BGubrm 21 9201187 viT 
Tib. Go then tothe Senate, 9-47 9va#t 07 v/dalloqmitet If af 6 
There makethy yu how te at donflny Chat 
To Forks and Whi ; for which, theGo& reward thes- 
Away : my Spirit more conference with thee.” 


The Ax will be as laughter ; but thewhips -* £071 \ _ 
That drew theſe ſtains, for thisT beg'the Gods nbold [let 
With my laſt breath, for every drop that falls. 19450 d11 if 
From theſe vile wounds, to Thunder curſes 6n{ thee.” 77 | Ex. 
Bru. Valerins, haſt ; the Senate does artendus,'/ / 11 1oAxet) 
Tit. Valerias, ere you £0, let-me conjure: thes | '2W6z 200 1A 
By all the Earth holds great of Honorable,”4 - CA root 
As thou art truly Roman, fidrri Fa many! ” 4 bn2i1t v a0 3\ 10 
Grant to thy dymg 7:txs one re owe tþ 1% is igvorudls mu 
Val. 1'll grant thee any thing, not'talle%s .111/; 2.55 1/7 
Of dyi *: the much 1 dare confide' 1 (2 (7 enmnnd 1: 


In that fad company that's gone before : 
I know they'l move him to-preſerve Nis 77tus ; 
_ tho you mark'd him not, as hence he parted 
I could perceive withjoy a ſilent ſhower 
Run down his ſilver beard : therefore have hope. 
Tit. Hope, fay'ſt thou] Othe Gods4-what hope of life 2; 
To live, to live! and after this difhongr/\ {ng vii aha 


No my Yalerius, do not make"me raves} 11, \ Noth 

But if thou haſt a Soul that's ſenſible - ey 11> ds: 
.ct me conjure thee, when wereach tht Senate, - bn Lan 

[ſo thruſt me throu h the/Heart. '/ 11 evoms! & kuyot a2 26d 31 
Val. Not for the World:0® 15177 52 29188 1h ng 2 :d 32.1 


Tit. Do't; orl ſwearthbu haſk-no 
Firſt, thou wilt faveme fromthe zu 
The Hangman's hand; for by ibe Gods Irall thee rr: 28 iow 
Thou may ſt as well ſtop the eternal Sun, 01 1145552 2 
And drive him back, as tuirfym Father's purple + Facts 1 | 
Next, and what mbſt may Soul thee 19h 1, \ L&H 
I ſhall perhaps in deatH'procure- his pity ; ' [TD % 
For to dye thus, beneath Wis _ frown, | | 0 
Is damnin me belore iy Enccumes It 2641 

Valoviftis +-DyXthe Gods theme toon we, 

For when) weigh with my "a 176d Thy 


raddup inc Fn ) 1241 


62 Lucim Yunine Bruges ; 
But is ſome way Related if not nearly, 
To Juniss Brutus : ſome of the Aquilians 
Are Nephews to him; and Fite//tus Sifter, 
The grave Sempronta, is the Conſul's Wife.” 

Va/, TherclareT have ingagd that groaning Matron 
To plead the Caule of her: y Sons. | 


Enter Titus, with Liftors. 


But ſee, O Gods, behold the Gallant 77as, 

The Mirror of all Sons, the white at Virtue ; 
Fill'd up with blots, and writ all o're withblaog, 
Bowing with ſhame his body to the ground ; 


Whipt out of breath by theſe Inhuman Slaves / 
O, Pies! is this poſſible this ſhame ? 

Tit, O, my Yalerjus, call it not my ſhame ; 
v1 all the Gods. it is to 7ztus honor, 
My conſtant ſuft rings are my only glory : 
What havel lei + but ask Valerius, 
Ask theſe good men that have pertorm'd rheir duty, 
If all the while oy whipt me like @ Slave, 
If when the blood from every part ran down, 
I gave one groan, or thed a Womens tear: 
I think, I ſwear, I think, O my Yatlerias, 
That I have born it well, and like a Roman, 
But, O, far better ſhall I bear my death, 
Which, as it brings K(s pain, has jeſs diſhonor, 


Enter Teraminta wounded, 


Ter, Where is he 2 where, where is this Gad-like Son 
Of an inhuman barbarous bloady Father > + . 
O bear me to him, .' 

Tit, Ha! my Teraminta | 
Is't poſſible? the very top of Beauty, 
This perfett face drawn by the Gods at Counci, 
Which they were-long a makiog, as they bad realon, , 
For they ſhall never hit the like again, | 
Defil'd and mangled thus ! What ous wreteh 


Has 


Father of bis Commry, 63 

Has thus blaſphem'd this bright Original - 

Ter. For me it matters not, nor my abuſes ; 
But, Oh, for thee, why have they us'd thee thus 2 
Whipt, 7itus, —_ ! and could the Gods look on ? 
The glory of the World thus baſely us'd ? 
Laſhd, whipt, and beaten by theſe upright Dogs 2 
Whoſe Souls, with all the Virtueot the | 
Will be but Foyls, to any fault of thine, 
Who haſt a beauty ev*n in thy offending, 
And did thy Father Doom thee thus? Oh 7itus, 
Forgive thy dying part, if ſhe believes 
A wretch 10 barbarous never could produce thee : 
Some God, ſome God, my 7itzs, watch'd his abſence, 
Slipt to thy mothers bed and gave thee to the World. 

Tit. Othis laſt wound, this ſtab to all my courage ! 
Had'ſt thou been well, I could have born more lathes: 
And is it thus my Father does protett thee ? 

Ter. Ah Titus| what, thy murd'rer my Protector ! 
No, let me fall again among the People, 
Let me be whooted like a common ſtrumpet, 
Toſs'd, as I was, and drag'd about the ſtreets, 
The Baſtard of a 7arguin, foil'd in Dirt, 
The cry of all thoſe Bloodhounds that did hunt me 
Thus to the Goalof death, this happy end 
Of all my miſeries, hereto pant my laſt, 
To waſh thy with my Farewel tears, 
To murmur, ſob, and lean my aking head 
Upon thy breaſt, thus likea Cradle Babe 
To ſuck thy wounds and bubble out my Soul, 


Enter Sempronia, Aquilia, Vitellia, Mourners &c. 


Semp. Come Ladies, haſt, and let us to the Senate ; 
If the Gods give us leave, we'll be to da 
Part of the Council. Oh, my Son, my Titus ! 


See here the bloody Juſtice ofa Father, 
See how the by oy rains from his own bowels ! 


Is he not mad ? It he refuſe to hear us, 
We'll bind his hands, as orice bereft of reaſon. - _—_ 


64 Lucine Funins Brute ; 
Haſt then: Oh 77ts, I would ſtay to moan thee, 
But that I fear his orders are gon out 
For ſomething worſe, for death, to take the hcads 
Ot all the Kindred of theſe wretched Women. 
Fer. Come then: I think I have ſome Spirits left, 
To joyn thee, o moſt pious, beſt of Mothers, 
To melt this Rocky heart : give me your hand ; 
Thus let us march before this wretched Hoſt, 
And offer to that God of blood our vows : 
It there be ought that's human lett about him, 
Perhaps my wounds and horrible abuſes, 
Helpt with the tears and groans of this ſad Troop 
May batter down the belt of his reſolves, 
Tit. Hark, Teraminta. 
Ter, No, my Lord, away. [ Exeunt: 
Tit. Oh, my Valerias | was there ever day 
Through all the Legends of recorded time 
So fad as this? Bur fee, my Father comes ! 


Enter Brutus, Tiberius, Liftors. 


Tiberius too has undergone the Laſh. 
Give him the patience, Gods, of Martyr'd 7:t«s, 
And he will bleſs thoſe hands that have chaſtis'd him. 
7ib. Enjoy the bloody Conqueſt of thy Pride, 
Thou more Tyrannical than any 7argain, 
Thou ficrcer Sire of theſe unhappy Sons, 
Than impious Saturn or the gorg'd Thieſtes : 
This Cormorant ſees, and owns us for his Children, 
Yet preyes upon his entrails, tears his bowels 
With thirſt ot blood, and hungar fetch'd from Hell, 
Which Famiſh'd Tantalus would ſtart to think on ; 
But end, Bart#arian,end the horrid vengeance 
Which thou ſo impiouſly haſt begun, 
Perfe&t thy Juſtice, as thou, Tyrant, call ſt it, 
— Sit like a Fury on thy black Tribunal, 
Graſp with thy monſtrous hands theſe gory heads, 
And let thy Flatt'ring Orators adore thee, 
. For Triumphs which Jhal make the ſmileat horror, . 
* Cn I. 


F i 
Bru. Lead to the Sevate. bent hich oi Dubbo 7 r9dag? 1. 
Tib. Go then tothe Senate, 954) 9vat 07 2{dilt-quu et 31 L; 
There make thy hoaſt how thou haſt” Cont thy Chir n) 
To Forks and Whips ra Artarry 1 rate otnmbene di 


fob 


Away : more conference with thee:”” 
The Ax will teas lnghters par thowiig 42771 \ wh 
That drew theſe ſtains, for this] beg che Gods n-nold ied 
With my laſt breath, for every drop that falls. 15000 di 
- From theſe vile wounds, to Thunder curſes 6ni thee.” ** | £x2. 
Bru. Yalerizs, haſt ; the Senate does attend us, i 1 fixed 
Tit. Valerins, ere you go, tet -me conjure thee [= vc 700 nA 
By all the Earth holds great of honorable, > IIS WED 
As thou art truly Roman, (arr Fa many! *. n2:1t viu 5d 11 ti .10 
Grant to thy dymg 7:txs one —_ m1 Un 12 av 
Val. I'll grantt thing, aot talle' 8h JT 
Of dyi XN; the moth. 1 dare confide 1 Þ amesd l; 
In that fad company that's gone before : 
I know they'l move him tor e his 77tus ; 


For, tho you mark'd him not, as hence he parted 
I could perceive withjoy a ſilent ſhower 
Run _ his ſilver beard : therefore have hope. 
Tit. Hope, fay'ſt thou | Othe Gods4-what hope otitfe 2x 


To live, to live! and after this diſhonbyV\ {oo 1 wh hg, 


No my Yalerius, do not make"me rave;” | ; 
But it thou haſt a Soul that's ſenſible - dls ils 4; 
.ct me conjure thee, when wereach he ro tl: Las higyuo 
Io thruſt me through the/Hheart. 1 CHMONS! 6 Liigot nay) | 31 
Val. Not for the World:0® 1.5107 17 2918 29151- :dh [ 


Tit. Do't; or | \weafrthda haſt no feng ton, Gr, 
Firſt, thou wilt ſave me fromthe | :9bbu >rac 
The Hangman's hand ; for bythe Gods I tell thee _,,, ,. on 
Thou may | as well ſtop the eternal Sun, 11-592 
And drive him back, as tuirfym Father's purpols + | als ſinicn 
Next, and what mbſtray'Soul thop $F', | \ | 2 
I ſhall perhaps in deatH'procure- his pity ; | IT: 'J 
For to dye thus, beneath hits _y frown, 
Is damnin me before tip Eecuns alt 26413 
Valei%s +-Dyxhb Gods theucroogd we, 


For when] weigh with my AF Tat the Thy 


66 | Lovins:Fonber Broews; 
Thy Father's condu& in this dreadful Juſtice - 
CIR __ fave thee. - | 
Come het. thou glorious 7 
Thus to the Altar of untimely death, fm. 
Thus in thy trim, with allthy bloom of youth, 
This Virtues on thee, whoſe eternal 
Shall bloſſom on thy Monumental Marble 
With never fading 

Tit. pſy > 
Boy! out my thanks thus with my Farewel Spirits - 
And now away, the Taper's almoſt out, 
Never, Yalerius, to be kindled more | 
Or, if it be my friend, it ſhall continue, 
Burn chrough all winds againſt the puff of Fortune, 


To dazle ſtii}, and Shine like the fax'd Stars, 
With beams of glory that ſhall laſt for ever. Exeunt. 
Senate. 


Bru. Health to the Senate! 'To:the Fathers hail! 
© med Horſcius and Di 
o_ and Feretrian, Jove the Staycr; 
all the hundred Gods and Goddeſſes, 
Guard and defend the Liberty of Rome. 
It has been found a famous truth in Story, 
Left by the ancient to their Sons, 
That on the change or of Kingdoms; 
Some ſudden Execution, and 
Such as may draw the World toadmiration, 
Is neceſſary to be put inA@ 
{ the Enemies of the t-Srate. 

Had #ettor, when the Gree and 7rojaws met 
Upon the Truce, and with eachother, 
Brought to the Banquet 0 thoſe Demy-Gods 

The Fatal head of that | cmng 
Troy might have'ſto6d till now 3 was wanting: 
Jour kaving from eterniry ſet down 


Rome 


The Froth of States, 


Ne 
t ith 

Of what vaſt good ——_— > ane. 
Tuſt 


Conſcript 

Wholly Portentous, New, and Wonderful, 
In all Memorials of Former Ages, ” 
Nor ever will again. My Sonsare Traytors, 
Their Tongues and Hands are Wi confeſt ; / 
Therefore pam Ne re Sentence, - 
And wait with you to ſce their Execution. | 

Hor. Conſul, the Senatedoes not ask their deaths ; 
They are content with what's already done, 
And all intreat you to remit the Ax. 

Bre. 1 thank you, Fathers, but refuſe the offer. 
By the aſſaulted Majefty of Rome, 
| ſwear there is no way to quit the Grace, 
To right the Common-wealth, and thank the Gods, 


| 


But by the Sacrifycing 6f my Bowels: 
Take then, you ſad of the Publick, 
ike off their heads, and then 


Theſe Traytors hence ; 
My Sons. No more: their Doons is paſt. Away. 
Thus ſhall we {tophe mouth of loud Sedition,- 
v6 ſhow the I INING the Sway 

tial Tyrants, a Free- People, 
Where no _ Cd ben bk great, 
Where none need doubt his Wives or Daygkter's hoaor, 
Whereall injoy their own without ſuſpicion, 
Where there's no- innovation of Religion, 
No change of Laws, nor breach of Priviledge, 
No deſperate FaQtions gaping for Rebellion, die 4 
No a—__ of Pardon for | 
No raſh advancements of the Baſe or ftranger, 
For Luxury, for Wit, or glorious Vice; 
Bur on the contrary,  Balanc'd Trade, 
Patriots . d, * 74, * 
Vagabonds, W 


ſcum'd from the 
K 2 


- 2 

Idleneſs-baniſh'd all exce@reptbiidny 51 lis to |: 
And Riots check'd bySampwary/ Laws: 111; 114, 
O, Conſcript Fathers; 'tis-on thets Faundations | 
That Rome ſhall build her Empire to che: Stars, 
| Send her Commanders witk»her. Armies forth, 

To Tame the World, akd give:the Nations Law, 
Conſuls, Proconſuls, wha-to the Capitot; -- | 
Shall ride upon the Necks of ConqueridrKings ; 
And when they dye,. mount from the gorgeous Pile 
In Flames of Spice, and-mingle with the Gods. 

Hor. Excellent Brutus! albtheSenate thanks thee, . 

And fays, that Thou thyfelt art halt a Go, 


kd 3 T6 ©M 
Enter Sernpronia, Teraminta; with the reft of the Mour- 
ners;; Titus, Valerius, Junius. 


Sem. Gon, gon to death! already Sentenc'd ! Dootn'd ! 
To loſe the light of this dear World tar ever? 
What, my 7i6erius too! Als, Barbarous! Bratws ! 
Send, haſt, revoke the Order of their Fate. 
By all the pledges of our-Marriage bed; 
If thou, Mhuman Judge, haſblefr me one 
To put the yet in mind thou art a'Father ; 
Speak to him, Oh you Mothers of ſad Rome, 
Siſters and Daughters, &re the Execution 
Of all your blood, haſt, haſt, and run about him, 
Groan, ſob, how] out-the terrors of your Souls, 
Nay, fly uporrhim Hae rob'd Savages, 
And tear him for your young. - 

Bru.. Away, and leave mg/+- 

Sem. Or it you think ir better for your purpoie, 
Becauſe he has the pow'r-of Life and Death, 
[otreat him thus : throw all your breſls 
Low at his feet, andlike a God Adore:lnm ; 
Nay, make a Kampicr round himwith your Bodies 
And block him up: I ſee he would be going ; 
Yet that's a Sign that our complaints. have. 3hay'd lum 
Continu'd tale 6f ever ſtreaming tears;; :'/ , 
Such, apd #miny; afid the'chatleſt tbo 


Of 


i Father of bir Conmiry... 69- 

Ofall the pious Matrons Rome, + | 

Perhaps may melt this Adamantine temper. 

Not yet! nay, hang your Bodies then upon him, 

Some on his arms, and ſome upon-his [—_ 

And lay this Innocent about his neck, 

This little ſmiling I of his Father : 

See how he bends, and frerchies to- his boſom ! 

Oh all you pittying pow rs of the Darling weeps ; 

His pretty eyes ruddy and wet with tears, 

Like two burſt Cherries rowling in a ſtorm, 

Plead for our griets more than a thouſand Tongues. 
Jun, Yes, yes, my Father wil be good to us, | 

And ſpare my Brothers ; Oh; I know he will: 

Why, do you think he ever was in earneſt 2 

What, to cut off their heads? I warrant you 

He will not ; no, he only meant to fright 'em, 

As he will me, when I have done a fault : 

Why, Mother, he has whipt 'em for'r already, 

And do you think he has the hearr to kill 'em 2 - 

No, no, he would not cut their little fingers 

For all the World ; or it he ſhould, I'm ture 

The Gods would pay him for't. 
Bru. What hoa | without there ! 

Slaves, Villains, Ha ! are not -my Orders heard ? 
Hor. Oh Brutw, ſee, they are too well pertorm 'd ! 

See here the Bodies of the Roman youth 

All headleſs by your Doom, and there 7:beriw. 
Ter. See, Sir, behold, is not this horrid Slaughter . 

This cutting oft one limb from your own Body, 

Is't not enough? -Oh, will it not ſuffice 

To ſtop the mouth of the moſt bloody Law ? 

Oh, it were higheſt Sin to make a doubt, 

To ask you now to.fave the Innocent Titus, . 

The common wiſh, and general Petition 

Ofall thc Roman Senate, Matrons, Wives, 

Widdows, and Babes ; nay, ev'n the madding People, 

Cry out at laſt that Treaſon is reveng d, 

Andask no more : Oh, therefore ſpare him, Sir, 
Bru. 1 muſt not hear you, Hark, Valerius, 


By 


- 


Sem. Yet hold thy bloody hand, Tyrannick Br 
And Ill forgive thee for that headleſs horror : 
Grant me my 7itzs, Oh in death 1 ask thee, 

Thou haſt already broke Semproxia's heart ; 
Yet I will pardon that, fo 77tw live. 
Ah, cruel Judge ! thou pittyleſs avenger / 
What art thou whiſp'ring? Speak the horror our, 
For in thy glavingeyes 1 a Murder. 
Bre. 1 charge thee, by thy Oath, Yaleriws, 
As thou art here by the Gods, 
And not a Subje&t for a Woman's folly, 
Take him away, and drag him to the Ax. 
Val. It ſhall be thus then; not the Hangman's hand. 
[Rans him through, the Women ſbriee. 
Tit, Oh bravely ſtrook ! thou haſt hit me tothe Earth 
So nobly, that I ſlmll rebound to Heav'n, - nn ey 
Where I will thank thee for this galiant wound. [Semp. ſwoors. 
Bru. Take hence this Woman ; haſt, and bear her home. 
Why, my Yalerius, did ſt, thou rob my Juſtice : 5 
Tit. 1 wrought him to it, Sir, that thus in death % 
I might have leave to pay my laſt obedience, 
And beg your bleſſing tor the other World. 
Ter. Ohdonot take it, 7:t#s ; "what &'re comes 
From ſuch a monſtrous nature muſt be blaſting, 
Ah, thou inhuman Tyrant ! but, alas, 
I loiter here, when Titzs ſtayes for me: 
Look here, my Love; thou ſhalt not be before me. [ Srabs ber ſe#f. 
Thus, to thy arms then: Oh, make haſt, my 7itw, 
I'm got already in the Grove of Death ; 
Tolight us through the dark and paris 
Tolight us t Maze : 
T have loſt thy Spirit; Oh, wel aces 
But cannot find thee: now I fink in ſhaddows. 
Tit. I come, thou matchleſs Virtne. Oh, my heart ! 
Farewel, my Love ; we'll meet in Heav'n again. 
My Lord, I hope your Joſtiee is aton'd ; 


1 hope 


I hope the glorious Liberty of Rome)... 1, 1 + 
Thus water dby the arent, gh 
Will get Imperial growth, loag. - , 
Bru. Thou haſtto nobly thy ſelf in dying, 
That not to bleſs thee were to curſe my ſelf; ; 
Price thi lat ki upon thy Geembling lips | 
Y* n IPs : 
And, ere thou Me Fino to enters, 
To the great Shades of Romulus and Numa, 
Juſt with that Majeſty and ru Virtue _ 
Which they inſpir'd, and which the World has ſeen. 
So, for I ſee thou'rt gon, Farewel for ever : 
Eternal Fove, the King of Gods and Men, 
Reward and Crown thee in the other World. 
Tit. What happineſs has Life to equal this ? X 
By all the Gods I would not live again ; ©. * 
For what can Jove, or all the Gods give more : 
Tofall thus Crown'd with Virtu's Charms, 6 | 
AR in ſuch a Father*s arms ? [ Dyes. 
Val. He's gone ; the gallant Spirit's fled for ever. / 
Ofall its Wealth poildof its Top malt glory 
its W ld of its Top-ma , 
And now tyes floating in this World of ruin ? 
Bra. Peace, Conſul, peace; Jet ug nat ſoil the pomp 
Ofrhis Majeſtick Fate with Wamans brawls. 
Kneel Fathers, Friends, kneel all you Roman People, 
Huſh'd as dead Calms, while 1 conceive a pray'r 
That ſhall be worthy Rome, and worth foe 
Val. Inſpire him, Gods ; and thou, oh Rome, attend. 
Bru. Let Heav'nand Earth for ever keep their bound,. 
The Stars unſhaken go their conſtant Round ; 
In harmleſs.labour be our ſteel employ'd, 
And endleſs peace thro all the World enjoy'd, _ 
Let every Bark the Waves in ſafety 
No angry Tempeſt curl the Occan's brow ; 
No darted flames from Heav'n make Mortals fear, 


Nor Thunder fright the weeping ; 
Let not poor SE eG thee eadarn, 
But ſmile to ſee their hoardsof bladed Cor : 


74 Lucius" Yornine Brutw: ; 
Nodreadful Comets from the Skies, 

No venom fall, nor pdy$ nous Vapors riſe. | 
Thou, Jove, who doſt the Fares of Empires Doom, 
Guard, and Defend the Liberty of Rome. 


—_— 


Epilogue. 


Spoken by Mr. Borres. : 


0 cringing Sivs, the Poets Champies /, 
Have ſworn to flaud, and ev/ry Jadge deofie ; 
But why each Bullying critick fhou'd I name S. 
- A Jrgde, who ets codlann ; 
While you your Arbitrary fff advance . | 5 

At Wit, aud duſt it like a boar of France 
Who without ſhow of reaſon or pretence 
Condemn a man to dye for ſpeaking ſence. 
How ere we term'd you once the wiſe the ſtrong 
Know we bave torn your impotence too long, bh 
Ton that above your Stres preſume to ſoare, 'Y 
And are but copies dawb'd in Minuture. » 
Toa that have nothing right in heart nor tongue 
But only to be reſolute in wrong, 

Who ſence affett with ſuch an Aukward Ayre 

As if aFrenchman {boald become ſevere. 

Or an [talian mate bu Wife a jeſt 

Like Spaniards pleaſant, or like Dutchmen dreſt.. 
That rank the nobleſt Peets with the vile 

And look your ſelves in a Plebeian /tile. 

Bat with an Oath. 
Falſe as your Wit and Judgment now I ſwear 
By the known Maiden bead of each Theater 

Nay by my own ; The Poets ſhall not land, 

Like Shrove-tide Cocks, the Palt of every hand.”. 
Let not the purblind Critick's ſentence paſs 

That ſhoots the Poet through amoptick z/aſs, 
3 No peals of ill plac'd praiſe from galleries come 
Nor [200 below to clap or hiſs preſume 
Let ber not cackle at the fops that flout her 
Nor clukk the Squires that wſe to pipp about her, 
No fall blown block head bloated like an Ox 
Traver © the dit with-dam v*. _w- a pox. 


FR” ISO 


Il be mare ek 

Then the Fell-/ hat on her, 

Who in his drink, \la 15= 
Thundred ber Ching, davw'd bes 


Her glaſſes broke, and tore her. ot Venice 


That dray d her by the hair, avid broke. her bead, © - 
AC r Lion, but alamb in bed. 


Like her Þ'le teez 4 1 midni bt flormi 
For your all talking, and\your oe : M 


on that with monſtrous Judgment force the Stage | 
Fox fribling, ant; iyeny of the Age. 


